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Enter Barnardo and Franciſco, two Sentinel:. 


Pf Ar. Who's there?  - 
AY Fran. Nay anſwer me, ſtand and unfold your ſelfe. 
YA Bar. Long live the King. 
Fran, Barxardo ? 
Bar, Hee. | 
Fran. You come moſt carefully upon your hore. 
Bar. Tis now firooke twelye : get thee tobed Franciſco. 
Fran, For this reliefe much thanks, 'tis bitter cold, 
And I am ſicke at hearr. 
Bar. Have you had quiet guard? 
Fran. Not a mouſe ſtirring, 
Bay. Well, goodnight : 
If you doe meet Horatio and Marcellas, 
The rivalls of my watch, bid them make haſte. | 
Enter Horatio and Marcellus. Fo — 
Frax. ]thinke Iheare them. Stand ho; who is there ? 
Hora. Friends to this gronnd. | 
Aar. And Liegemen tothe Dane. 
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. The Tragedy of Hamlet 


Fras.Give 
Mar. O farewell Meeker : who hath relieved you ? 


Fra. Bernardo hath my place : give you good night. Exit Fran. 
Atar. Holla Barnardo. wo 
Bar. Say,what is Horatio there ? 
Hora. A peeceot him. | 
Bar, Welcome Horatio , welcome good /Harcelim. 
Hora. W bat, ha's this thing appear'd againe to night ? 
| Rar. 1 have ſeene nothing. | 
Mar. Horatio fayes 'tis but a phantaſie, 
And will not let beliefe rake hold of him, 
Touching this dreaded fight twiceſeenc of us ; 


+ Therefore Thaveentreated himalong, 


With us co watch the minutes of thus night, 

Thar ifagaine this apparition come, 

He may approve our eyes and ſpeake tot. 
Hora. Tuſh, tuſh, 'twill nor appeare. 
Bar. Sit downe a while, 


| Andlet us once againe afſaile youreares 
- That are ſo forrified againſt our Rory, 


\V hat we have two nights ſeene, 

Hora, Well, fit we downe, 
And let ns heare Barnarado ſpeake of this. 

Bar. Laſt night of all, 
W hen yond ſame ſtar that's Weſtward from the Pole, 
Had made his conet'iilumine that part of heaven 
W here now it burnes , Marcellus and my felte, 
The Bellchenbeating one. 
| f- Enter Cho#t. © | 
ar. Peace, breake thee off, looke where it comes againe. 
Bar. [n the ſame figure, like the King thar's dead. 
Altar. Thou art a Scholar, ſpeake toit Horatio. 


Hor. Moſt like, it horrowes me with feare and wonder. 
Bar, It would be ſpoke to. 
Mar.Speake to it Horatio. 
Hora. W hat act thou that uſurpſtrhis time of night, 
Together w:th that faire and warlike forme, 
In which the Majeſty of buried Demmarke 


Did 


>. 


3 Prince of Denmarke. 
3 Did Ometimes march ? by heaven I chargeithee ſpeake. 
2 Mar. It isoffended, | 
; Bar. See1t ſtalkes away. bi - 
Hor. Stay, ſpeake, ſpeake, I charge thee ipeake, . . 
Exit Ghoſt. : 
* Mar.'Tis goneand will nor anſwer. 
Bar. How now Horatio ? you tremble and looke pale : 
Ts not this ſomerhing more f phantaſhie? 
What thinke you of 1t ? 
' Hora. Before my God I might nor this beleeve, 
Without the ſenſible and true ayouch 
Of mine owne eyes. | 
Afar. Is it not like the King ? 
Hor, As thou art tothy ſelte : 
Such was the very armour he had on, 
W hen he th' ambitious Norway combared. 
So frown'd he once , when in an angry Parle 
He ſmore the (leaded Pollax on the ice.. 
Tis {trange. LD 
Mar. Thus twice before, and jumpe at this ſame houre, 
"Vith martia]l ſtalke hath he gone by our watch. —  _. 
Hora. Jn what particular thought ro worke ] know nors | 
; Buc inthe groſſe and ſcopeof mine opinion, 
' This bodes ſome Grange eruption toour State, 
Mar. Good now fit downe, and tell me he that knowes,' 
Why this ſame ſtrict and moſt obiervantwarch 
So nightly toiles the ſubjeR of the land, 
And with ſuch daily coſt of braſen Cannon, 
And torraine Marr for implements of warre ? 
W hy ſuch impreſſe of ſhip-wrights, whoſe fore taske 
Does nor divide the Sunday from the weeke ? 
What might be toward, that this ſweaty haſte + 
Doth make the nighr joint 1Jabour with the day ? 
Who is't that can informe me ? | 
Hora. Thar can I: 3 
Ar leaſt the whitper goes ſo. Our laſt King, 
Whoſe image even bur now appear'd tous, 
, Was, as you know, by Fertinbra fſe of N orway, 
; Therers 


 Alittleerethe mightieſt Julins fell, 


The Tragedy of Hamlet 


| Thereto prickt on by a moſt emulate pride, 


Dar'd tothe combate ; in which our valiant Hamlet, 
(For to this fide ofour knowne world efteem'd him) 
Did ſlay this Fortinbraſſe , who by a ſeal'd compaCt, 
Well ratified by Law and Heraldry, 

Did forteirt (with his lite) all theſe his lands 

\W hich he fiocdſerz'd of , roche Conquerouwr : 
Again(t the which a moity competent 

V Vas gaged by our King, which had returne 

Tothe inheritance of Fortirbrafſe, 

Had he bin vanquiſht ; as by theſame co-mart, 


| Andcarriage of the Articles deſigne, 


His fell ro Hamlet : now fir, young Fortinbraſſey . 
Ot unimproved meral!, hor, and ſull, 
Hath inthe skirts of Norway here and there 
Sharke up a liſt of lawleſlerelolures, 
For food and diet to ſome enterpriſe 
That hath a ſtomacke in't , which no other 
As it doth well appeare umtoour ſtare, 
Bur to recover ot us by Rrong hand 
And rearmes compultatory, thole forefaid lands 
So by his father loſt : and chis I rake ic 
Is che maine morive of our preparations, 
The lource of this our watch, and the chiete head 
Ot chis poſte haſte, and romeage in the land. 
Bar.Tthinkeit be no other but even ſo: 
VVell may it fort that ths portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch (o like the King 
Thar was and 1s the queſtion of theiewarres. 
Hora. Amoteit 1sto trouble the mindes eye. 
In the molt high and palmy Rate of Rome, 
The graves ſtood renantlefle , and the ſheered dead 
Did (queake and gibter inthe Roman ſtreets, 
As {tarres with traines of fire,and dewes of blood, 


| Driaſters inthe lunne, and the moiſt Rarre, 


Upon whoſe influence Nepranes Empire ſtands, 
VVas tickealmoſt ro Doomeiday with eclipſe, 


And 


Prince of Denmarke. 


Andeventhe like precurſe of fierce events, 
As harbingers preceding ſtill thefates 
And Prologuetothe Omer comming on, 


Have heaven and earth rogether demonſtrated 

Unto our Climatures and Countrimen. x. 
Enter Ghoſt. 

But oft, behold ! lowhere ic comes againe, 

Llecrofle ic though it blaſt me : Stay illuſion, It ſpreads 

If thou haſt any ſound , or uſe of voice, . hu armes. 


Speake tome : if there be any good thing tobe done, 
That may tothee doe caſe, and grace to me, 
| Speake co me. 
1t thou art privie to thy Countries fate, 
Which happely foreknowing may avoid, 
. Oſpeake: gn -: | 
- Or ifthou haſt uphoorded inthylife 
Extorred treaſure in the wombe of earth, | C 
For which they ſay your ſpirits oft walkein death, The cock 
Speake of ir, ſtay and ſpeake ; Ropit Aſarcellms., crowes, 
Mar. Shall 1 firike it with my partilan ? 
Hor. Doe it it will not ſtand. -” 
Bar. Tis here. 
Hor.'T 1s here. 
Aar, T1s gone. 
\We doe it wrong , being ſo Majeſticall, 
To offer it the ſheyy of violence : 
Par it is as the aire, 1nvulnerable, 
And our vaine blowes malicious mockery, 
Bar. It was about to ſp: ake whenthe cocke crew. 
Hor. And then it ſtarred, like a guilty thing 
lpon a fearefnl! iummons : I have a 
The cocke, that is the trumpet tothe morne, 
Dorh with his lofty and ſhrilliounding throat 
_ Awake the God of day; and at his warning, 

W hether in ea or fire, incarth or aire, 
Th'extravagant and erring ſpirit hyes W 
To his confine ; and of the truth herein a 
Ttusprefent obje& madeprobation, 


Afar. 


The Tragedy of Hamlet 
+ 2ar.1t faded on the crowing of the cocke. 


; Some lay that ever 'gain{t rhar ieafon comes, 


W here1n our Savicurs birth is celebrated, 
This bird of dawning ſingerh all night long, 
And then they ſay no ſpirit dares ftirre abroad, 


Thenights are iholiome ; then no Plhaners firike, 


No Fairy takes, no witch hath power tocharme ; 
So hallowed and © gracious 1s that time. 
Hey. So bave I heard, and doe in part beleevye it - 
Bur looke, the morne in ruſlet mantle clad 
Walkesore the dew of yon high Eaſtward hill 
Þreake we our watchup , and by my advice 
Ler ns impart what we have ſeene tonight 
Unto young Hamlet ; for y_ my life 
This (pirit dumbetovis will peake to him, 
Doe you conſent we ſhall acquaint himwirh ir, 
As necdfull in our loves, fitting our duty? 
Mar.Ler's doo'r I pray ; and I this morning know = 
Where we ſhall finde tim moſt convement, E xemnut. 


 Flouriſh. Enter Claudius K ing of Deumarke, G ertrad the 
| Queene, Councel, as Polonins, and his ſonne Laer- 
tes, Hamlet, cum alin. 


Claxd. Thongh yet of Hamlet our deere brothers death 
Thememory be greene, and that ir us befitred 


—Tobeare our hearts in griefe, and our whole Kingdome 


To be contrated in one brow of woe : 

Yet fo farre hath diſcrecion fought with nacure, 
That we with wiſeſt ſorrow thinke on him, 
Together with remembrance of our ſelyes : 
Therefore onr ſometime Siſter, now our Queene, 
Th' Imperialljointrefle to this warlike State, 
Have we as 'twere with a defeatedjoy, 


_ Wirthanauſpiciovs and a dropping eye, 


Watch mirth in tunerall, and w:th dirge in marriage, 
Inequall ſcale weighing delight and dole, 
Taken towife, nor have we herein barr'd 


Your 


Prince of Denmarke. 
Your hetter wiſdomes, which have freely gone 
W ith this aftaire along (forall our thankes) 
Now followes, that you know young Fortinbraſſe, 
' Hoiding a weake ſuppoſall of our worth, 
Or thinking by our late deare brothers death 
Our ſtate ro be diſ-joint, and out of frame, 
Colleagued with this dreame of his advantages 
. Hehath not faild ropeſter us with meſlage, 
1mporting the ſarrender of thoſe lands 
 Loftby hisfather, with all bands of Law, 
Toour molt valiant brother. So much for him. 
Now tor our {elfe, and for this time of meeting, 
Thus much the buſineſſe is, We have herewrit 
To Norway ,Uncle of young Fortinbraſſe, - 
Who imporent and bedrid , ſcarcely heares 
Of this his Nephewes purpoſe, co ſuppreſſes 
His turcher gate herein, inthat the levies, 
The liſts, and full proportions are all made 
Ont of his ſubjeRs : and we here diſpatch 
You good Cornelius, and you Voltemand, 
For bearers of this greeting roold Norway, 
Giving to you no further perionall power 
To bulineſſe with the King, more than the ſcope 
Of theſe delated Articles allow. 
Farewell, and let your haſte commend your dury. 
Cor Yo.Inchar,& all things will we ſhewour duty. 
King. We donbr it nothing : heartily farewell, 
' And now Laertes, what's the newes with you? 
You told us of jome ſuit, what 1s't Laerres ? 
You cannot ſpeake ot reaſon to the Dane, 
And loſe your voice : what wonldſt cthoubeg Laertes? 
Thar ſhal! notbe my offer, not thy asking. 
The head is not more native tothe heorr, 
The hand more inſirumentall tothe mouth, 
Than is the throne of Denmarke tothy Father : 
What would thou have Laerres ? | 
Zaer. My dread Lord, 
Your leave and fayonr toreturne to France, 
B From 


The Tragedy of Hamlet 


From whence though willingly Icame to Denmarke, 
To ſhew my duty in your Coronation ; 
Yer now I muſt confeſſe, that duty done, 
My thonghts and wiſhes bend againe toward Fraxce, 
And boiv themto your gracious leave and pardon. 
King. Have you your tathers leave ? what ſayes Polonin * 
Polo. He hath, my Lord, wrung from me my ſlow leave, 
By labourtome petition ; and art lalt, 
Upon his will I feal'd my hard conſent. 
I doe beleech you give him leave ro gOe. — 
King. Take thy faire houre Laerres, time be thine, 
An thy belt graces ; ſpend it at thy will. 
But nowy my confin Hamlet, and my fonne. 
Him, A little more than kin, and lefſerhan kind. 
King, How is it that theclonds till hang on you * 
Ham, Not ſo much my Lord, Tam roomuch in the ſonne, 
Queen. Good Hamlet calt thy nighred colour oft, 
And ler thine eye looke like a friend on Denmarke, 
Doe not tor ever with thy vailed lids 
Secke for thy noble tather in the quſt : 
Thou knoxw'tt 'tis common all that lives muſt dye, + 
Pafting through narure co eternity. 
Ham. ] Madan, it 1s common, 
Oneen. If it be, 
Why ſeemes it ſo particular with thee ? 
Ham, Seems Madam, nay it is, I know not ſeems, 
"Tis nor alone my inkie chile could imorher, 
Nor cuſtomary {utes of (olemneblacke, 
Nor windie ſaſpiration of forc't breath, 
No, nor the fruitfull river in the eye, 
Nor the dejeted haviour of the viſage, 
Together with all formes , moods, ſhapes of griefe, 
That can denote me truely ; theſe indeed ſeeme, 
Forthey are ations that a man might play : 
But I have that within which paſſes ſhew, 
Thele but the trappings and the ſuites of woe. 


— 


King. Tis ſweet and commendable in your nature Hemet, 


To give theſe mourning dnties to your father. 


> 
\ 


tha, £5. 8” 


Prince of Denmarke. 


Bur you muſt know your father loſt a father g 
That father loſt, loſt his, and the furviyer bound 
In fillial! obligation tor lome tearme . x 
To doe obſequious ſorrowes ; but toperſevere 

Tn obſtinate condolement, is a courſe 
Ofimpious ſtubbornneſle,'cis unmanly griete, 
It ſhewes a will moſt incorre&t to Heaven, 


A heart unfortified, or minde impatient, 


An underftanding ſimple and unſchool'd : 
For what we know mult be, and is as common 
As any the molt vulgar thing to ſenſe, (. 

W hy ſhould we in our peeviſh oppoſition 
Take it to heart ? fie, 'tisa fault to heaven, 


 Afault againſtthe dead, afault ro nature, 


To reaſon moſt abſurd, whoſe common theame 

Is death of fathers, and who (ll hath cryed 

From the firſttoatſe rill he that died ro day, 

This muſt be ſo: we pray you throw toearrh 

This unprevailing woe, and thinke of us 

As of a Scher : for let the world rake note 

Yonare themoſt immediate toour throne, 

And with no leſſe nobility of love 

Than that which deareſt father beares his fonug 

Doe I impart toward you for your intent 

In going hacke to ſchoole ro Wittenberg ; 

It is moſt retrograde to onr deſire, 

And we beſeech you bend you toremaine 

Here in the cheare and comfort of our eye, 

Our chiefeſt Courtier, couſin, and our ſonne.: 
© xe. Let not thy mother loſe her prayers Hamlet ; 

I pray thee ſtay with us, goe not toWittenberg, 
Ham. I (hallin all my beſt obey you Madame, 
King. W by'tis a lovingand Aa faire reply. 

Be as our ſelfe.in Dewmarke, Madame come, 


- This gentle and unforc'd a Hamlet 


Sits ſmiling co my heart, in grace whereof, 
No jncond health that Dexmarke drinkes to day 


Bur che great Cannon to the clouds ſhallrel!, 


R 3 And 


Oc that theeverlaſting had nor fixt 


- Seemeto me all the uſes of chis World ? 


— 


| That growes to ſeed; things rank & grofle 1n nature 
"Poſicfſe it meerly : that it ſhould comerhus, 


| Soexcellent a King , that was to this 
| Hyperion toa Satyre,1o loving to my mother, 


_ Muſt I remember, why ſheſhonld hang on him, 


With which ſhe followed my poore fathers body, 


Reſpeaking earthly chunder : Come away. Flowriſh, Exennt al 


| The Tragedy of Hamlet 
Andthe Kings rowſe the heaven ſhall bruit againe » 


Fl im.O that this too too fallied fleſh would melt, but Hamlet. 
Thaiy and retolve it ſelte into a dew, | 


His Cannon 'g:in{tieite flanghter / O God, God, 
Hoy weary, (tale, flat, and unprofuable 


: 


Fic on't. ah fic, 'tis an unweeded Garden, 
Bur two moneths dead, nay not ſo much , not ewo, 


That he might nor beteemerthe windes of heaven 


Viſit her face roo roughly : heaven and earch 


As if increaſe of appetite had growne 

By what it fed on ; and yet withina moneth, 

Let me nor thinke on'r, frailty chy name is womans 
A lirtle moneth : Or ere thok ſhooes wereold, 


Like Nvobe all teares, why the, 
O God / a beaſt that wants diſconrſe of reaſon 


Would have mourn'd longer,married with my uncle; 
My fathers brother, but no more like my farther 


| ThanIto Hercsales ; within a moneth, 


Ere yer the falr of moſt anrigheeons teares 
Had left the fluſhing in her galled eyes, 
She married, Oh molt wicked ipeed,to poſt 
With ſach dexterity ro inceftuous ſheets ; 
Jr 1s nor, nor it cannot come to good. | 
Bur breake my heart, for 1 muſt hold my tongne. 
Enter Horatio, Marcellus and Barnardo, 
Hora. Haile to your Lordſhip. (felfe. 


_ Ham. ]amgladtoſee you well; Horatio ,or I doe forget my 


Hora. The ſame my Lord, and your poore ſervant ever. 
Ham. Sir my good friend, Ile f vs. that name with you ; 


And 


> 


Prince of Denmarke. 


And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio ? 
Aarcellus. = 
Mar. My Lord. 


Ham.1amvery glad toſee you (good even fir.) 

Bur what in faith make you from T_—_ ? 
Hora. A truant diſpoſition, good my Lord. 
Ham. 1 would not heare your enemy ſay fo, 

Nor ſhall you doe my eare that violence 

To make it rruſter © OWNE report 

Againſt your ſelfe ; ] you are no truant 3 

Bur whart is your aftaire in Elſenoxnr ? 

\Wee'll teach you for to drinke ere you depart. 
Hora. My Lord, I cameto fee your fathers funerall. 
Ham. ] prethee doe not mocke me fellow ſtudent, 

Ithinke it was to my mothers wedding. 

Hor. Indeed my Lord it follow'd hard upon. 
Ham. Thrift,thrift, Horatio,the funerall bak't meats 

Did coldly furniſh forth the marriage tables. 

Wonld I had mer my deareſt foe in heaven 

Or ever I had ſcene that day Horetio. 

My father, me thinkes I ſee my fathez. 

Tora. W here my Lord ? 

Ham. In my mundes eye Horatio. 

Hora. 1 \aw him once, a was a goodly King. 
Ham. A was a man, take him for allin all, 

I ſhall ner looke upen his like againe. | 
Hora, My Lord, I thinke I faw him yeſternight. 
Ham, $a who ? | 
Hora My Lord, the King your Father. 

- Ham. The Kirg my father! = 
Fora, Seaſon your admiration for a while 
With anatrentiveeare,till I may deliver 
Upon the witneſle of theſe Gentlemen 
" This marvaileto you. 
FH 1m.For (Gods love let me heare. 
Hora. Twomegits together had theſe Gentlemen, 
CAſarcelius and Barnardo, on their watch, 


In the dead vaſt and middle of the _ 
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$ Been 


Bur even then the morning Cocke crew loud, 


The Tragedy of Hamlet 


B een thus enconntred : a figure like your father, 
Armed at point, exactly, Cap ape, 
Appeares betore them, and with folemne march 


Goes flow and farely by them : chrice he walker 


By their opprelt and feare ſurpriſed eyes 

\Wirhin this trancheons lengeh , whullt they diftill'd 

Almoſtrogelly with the act of feare, 

Stand dumbe and ipeake nor to him: this to me 

Indreadtull ſecrecie impart they did, 

And 1Iwith them the third night kept the watch, 

Where as they had delivered, both in time, 

Forme of the thing, each word made true and good, 

The apparition comes : I knew your father, 

Theſe hands are nut more like. 
Ham . Burt where was this ? : 
A1{ar.MyLorduponthe plarform where wewatcht. 
Ham. D1d you not ſpeake to it ? 
Hor. My Lord, I did, | 

But anſwer it made none : yet once me thought 

It lifred up 1ts head, and did addrefle 

It ſelfe ro motion, like as it would ipeake ; 


And ar the lound it ſhrunke in haſte away, 
And vaniſht from our ſight. 
Ham. 'Tis very ſtrange. 

' Hor. As Tdoe live, my honour'd Lord,'tis true, 
And we did thinke it writ downe inour duty 
To ler you know of it. 

Ham. \ndeed firs but this troubles me, 
Hold you the watch ro night ? 

All. We doe my Lord. 

Ham. Arm'd fay you? 

All. Arm'd my Lotd. : 

Ham. From top to toe? 

Al. My Lord, from head to foor. 

Ham. Then iaw you not his face ? 

Hora. O yes my Lord, he wore his beaver up. - 

Ham. What ? lookt he frowningly ? 


Hore 


Prince of Denmarke; 


Hor. A conntenance more in ſorrow thani 1nanger. 
Ham. Pale or — ? 
Hor. Nay very ro 
Ham. And fixt his eyes upon you ? 
Hor. Moſt conſtantly. 
Ham, 1 would I had been there. 
Hor. 1t would have munch amaz'd you. 
Ham. Very like : Raid it long ? 
Hor. While one with moderate hafle might tell an hundred. - 
Both, Longer, longer. 
Hor. Not when I ſlaw't, 
Ham, His beard way griſsled,no 
Hor. It was3s Thave ſeenc it in his ſifes 
A ſable filver'd. 
Ham. 1 will watch to night, 
Perchance 'twill walke againe. 
Hor. 1 warn't 1t will. 
Hams. If it aſſume my noble fathers 
Ile fpeakero ir, though Yhell ic ſelfe ſhould gape 
An bid me hold my peace. I pray you all, 
if you have hicherro conceal d this ſight, 
Ler itbe tenablein your filence ſtill, 
And whatſoever elſe ſhall hap to night, 
Give it anunderſtanding, bur no rongue ; 
Twill requite loves : Sofare you well, 
Upon the plattorme 'rwixt eleyenand twelve 
Ile viſit you. 
ell. Our duty to your honour. Fxennt. 
Ham. Your he: as mine royou; Farewell. 
My fathers ſpirit inarmes, all is nor well, 
ſome foule play, wonld rhe night were come: 
Til then fit ſtill my foule, foule deeds will riſe,. 
Though all the earth orewhelmechem ro mens 
Enter Laertes ,and Ophelia hss -— ay 
Laer. My neceſſaries are imbarkr, farewell, 
And ſifter, as thewindes give benefic 
And convay in affiſtant, doe nor ſleep, 
Bur ler mo ban from you. 


Exit, 


Ophel... 
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Ophel. Doe you doubt thar ? EL. 
Laer. For Hamlet, and the trifling of his favonr, 

Hold it a faſhion, and atoy in blood, 

 Avioletinthe youth of prime nature, | 
Forward, not permanent ; fiveer, not laſting, * 
The perfume and iuppliance of a nunate : 

No more. 
Ophel. No more bur o. 
L acer. Thinke it no more. 
For nature creſſant does not grow alone, 

' Inthewes and bulkes, bvr as this Temple waxes, 
The inward ſervice of the mind and foule 
Growes wide withall : perhaps he loyes you'now, 
And now no foile nor cautell doth beſmerch 
The vertue of his will ; but you muſt feare 
His greatnefſe wai'd, his willi1s norhis owne. 

He may not, as unvalued perſons doe, 
Crave for himſelfe; for on his choice depends 
The ſafety and health ofthis whole Rate, 

And therefore muſt his choice becircumſcrib'd 
Unto the voice and yeelding of that body 


Wh hereof he is the head: then ifhe fates he loves you, 


- Ir fits your wiſdome fa far to beleeve it, 
As he 1n his particular aR and place 
May give his ſaying deed ; which :s no further 
Than the maine voice of Demarke goes withall. 
Then weigh what lofle your honour may ſuſtaine, 
If with too credent eare you liſt his ſongs, 
O- looſe your heart, or your chaſte wentlen open 
To his unmaſtred 1mporrunitie. 
Feare it Ophelza, feare it my deare ſiſter, 
And keep you in the reare of your affeRion, 
Our ot rhe ſhot and danger of defire: - 

© Thecharieſt maid is prodigali enough, 
It ſhe unmaske her beauty tothe Moone : 
& Vertue it1clfe {capes not calumnious trokes ; 
« The canker galls che infant of the Spring 
Toooft before their buttons be diſclos'd, 


And 
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And inthe morne and liquid dew of youths 
Contagious blaſtments are moſt immunent. 
Be waric then, belt ſafery lyes in feare, | 
Youthrtoir ſelferebells c none elſe necre. 
Opbel. 1 ſhallthe effe& ofthis good leſſon keep 
As watchmento my heart : Bur good my brother = 
Doe not as ſome ungracious Paſtors doe, 
Shew me the __ and thorny way of heaven, . : 
W hiles a puft and rechleſle Liberrine, 
Himſelfe the primroſe path of dalliance treads, 
And reakes not his ownereed. Emter Polonia. 
| Laer. O feare menor; | 
I ſtay too long : bur here my father comes. 
A double bleſſing is a double grace, 
Occaſion ſmiles upon a ſecond leave. : 
Polo. Yet here Laertes? aboord,aboord for ſhame, 
The winde fits in the ſhoulder of your faile, 
And you are ſtaid for. There, my bleſſing with thee, 
And theſe few preceprs inth _—_— 
Look thou charaQter : Give & choughts no rongue, 
Nor any unproportion'd thought his a& : 
Bethou familiar, but by no meanes vulgar : 
Thoſe friends thou haſt and their adoption tried, 
Grapplethem unto thy ſoule with hoops of ſteele, 
Bur doe nor dull thy palme with entertainment 
Ofeach new harchr , unfledg'd courage : beware 
Of entrance to a quarrell , bur being 1n, | 
Bear't that th'oppoſer may beware of thee : 
Give every man thy eare, but few thy voice ; 
Take each mans cenſure, bur reſerve chy judgement : 
Coſtly thy habit as thy purſe canbuy, 
Bur not expreſt in fancy; rich, not gaudy ; 
For the apparell ofc proclaimes the man, 
And they in Fraxce of the beſt ranke and ſation, ; 
Are of a moſt ſele& and generous, chiefe in that : 
Neither a borrower nor a lender boy, 
For love oft loſes both it ſelfe and frien1, 
And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry. 
C 


This 
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This above all, ro thine owne ſelfe be rrue, 
And it mnſ follow as the night ro day), 
Thou canſi not then be falſe ro any man. 
 Farevell, my blefling ieaſon this 1n thee. 
Laer, Moi hambly doe I take my leave my Lord. 
Pol. ] he time inveſts you, g2e, your ſervants tend. 
Laer. Farewell Ophelia,and remember well 
VW hat I have ſaid ro you. 
 Ophel.'Tis in my memory lockt, 
and you your felte ſhall keep the key of 1t. 
L acer. Farewell. Exit Laertes, 
Pol.\V hat 15't Ophelia he hath ſaid ro you ? bs: 
Ophel. So pleaſe you,tomethingtouching the Lord Hamler, 
Pol. Marrie well bethought. - 
'Tis told me he hath very oft of late 
| Given private time to you : and you your ſelfe 
Have of your andience beene molt free and bounteons. 
It it be (0, aslo 't1s put on me, 
And that 1n way of cantion ,] mult rell you 
You doenor underſtand your ſelfe to cleerly 
As it behoves my danghrer, and your honour : 
What is berween you? give me yp the truth, 
_ Ophel. He hath my Lord of late made many tenders 
Of iii« afteCtion tome. 
Pol. Aﬀection !puh, you ſpeake like a gteene girle, 
Unfitted in ſuch perillons circumſiance : 
Noe you beleeve his renders,as you call them ? | 
Ophel 1 doe not know, my Lord, what 1 ſhould thinke. 
_ Pol.Marry I will teach you,think your ſelfea babie, 
That you have ta'n thele tenders for true pay, 
Which are not ſterling : tender your felfe more dearly, 
Or {nor tocracke the winde of the poore phraſe ) 
Wrong it. thus, you'll render me a foole. 
Ophel. My Lord, he hath importun'd me with love 
In honourable faſhion. 
Pol.1,faſhion yon may call it, goe roo, goe roo. 
Ophel. And hathgiven conntenance to his ſpeech, 
My Lord with almeſt all che holy yowes of heaven. 


P Pol , 


Pf 
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Pol. 1ſpringes to catch Wood-cockes ; I doknow 
W hen the blood burnes how prodigall cheſoule 
Lends the tongue vowes , theſe blazes danghrer 
Giving more light than heart ; extin& inbochy 
Even intheir promute, as it 18 a maki 
You muſt not tak't for fire : from this time 
Be ſomething ſcanter of your maiden 
Set your entreatments ata higher rate 
Than a command toparley; for Lord Hamlet, 
Beleeve lo much in him. chat he is young, 
And with a larger redder may hewalke 
Than may be given you : in tew Ophelia, 
Doe not beleeve his yowes, for they are Brokers, 
Not of that dye which their inveſtments ſhew, 
Bur meere imploracors of unholy ſuits, | 
Breathing like ſanRified and pious bonds, 
The berrer to beguile : this 1s for all, 
I wonld not, in plaine termes, from this time forth 

Have you (o ſlander any moments leifure, 

As to givewords or talke with the Lord Hamlet, 
Looke too't I charge you, come your wayes. 

Ophel. 1 ſhall obey my Lord. Exennt, 

Enter Hamlet, Horatio , and Marcellus, - 

Ham. The aire bites ſhrewdly, it is very cold. 

Hora, It is nipping, and an eager aire. 

Ham. W hat houre now ? 

Hora. 1 thinke it lacks of twelve. 

A1ar.No, it 1s ſtrooke. 

Hora. Indeed, I heard it not: it then drayes neere the ſeaſon 
W herein rhe ſpirit held his wont to walk. ÞA flowriſh of Trums« 
W har does this meane my Lord? pets, and two pieces goe off. 

Ham. The King doth walke tonight, and takes his rowle, 
A waſlell, and the ſwaggering up-fpring reeles, 
And as he draines his draughts of iſh downe, 
The Kettle Drum and Trumper thus bray our 

. Therriumph of his pledge. 


fk 
Hora. 1s it a cuſtome ? | 
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But to my minde, though Iam native here 
 Andtothe manner borne, it is a cuſtome 
| More honour'd in the breachchan the obſervance : 
| This heavie-headed revell Eaſt and Weſt = 
Makes us traduc'd and raxed of ocher Nations ; 


They clepe us Drunkards,and with fwimſh phraſe 
Soile our addition: and indeed it takes 


From our atchievements,though perform'dar height, 


-The pith and marrow of our attribute : 
So ofr it chances1n particnlar men, | 
Thar for ſome vicions mole of natnre in chem, 
As intheir birth, wherein chey are not guilty, 
( Since nature cannot chooſe his origen) | 
By their ore-growth of ſome complexion, _ 
Oft breaking downe the pales and forts of reaſon ; 
Or by ſome habit that too much ore-leavens 
The torme of plauſive manners, that theſe men 
Carrying 1 ſay the ſtampe of one deteR, 
Being Natures _ or Fortunes ſtarre, 
His vertues elſe be they as pure as grace, 
As infinite as man may —_— 
Shallin the generall cenſuretake corrnption 
From that particular fault : the dram of caſe 
' Dothall che noble ſabſtance of a doubt 
To his owne ſcandall. - _ Enter Ghoſt, 
Hor. Looke my Lord, it comes, 
. Ham. Angels and Miniſters of grace defend us! 
Bethou a ſpirit of health, or Goblin damn'd, 
| Bringwith thee aires from heaven,or blaſts from hel, 
Be thy intents wicked or charitable, 
Thou com'tt in ſuch a queſtionable ſhape 
That Iwill ſpeakero thee ; Ie call thee Hamlet, 
King, Father , royall Daxe : O anſwere me, 
Ler me not burſt in ignorance, bn tell 
Why thy canoniz'd bones hearſed in death 
Have burft their cerements : why the Sepulcher, 
Whereinwe faw theequietly interr'd, 
Hath op't his ponderous nt marble jawes, 


To 


Prince of Denmarke, 


To caft thee np againe : what may this meane 
That thou dead coarle againe in complete ſteele 
Revihites thus the glimpſes of the moone, 
Making night hideous, and we fooles of nature 
So horridly co ſhake onr diſpoſition 
With chovghts beyond the reaches of our ſoules ? | 
Say why 1s this nbereting ? what ſhould we doe? Beckens. 
Hora. It beckens you togoe away with it, 
As ifit ſome impartment did defire 
To you alone. 
Mar. Looke with what eourrcous ation | 
It waves you toa more removed ground, ; 
But doe not goe with it. 
Hora. No, by no meanes. | 
Ham. It will not ſpeake, then I will follow it. 
Hera. Doe not my Lord. 
Haz. Why ? what ſhould be the feare ? 
I doe nor ſer my life at a pins fee: 
And for my foule , what can it doe to that, 
Being athing immorrall like it ſelfe ? 
It waves me forth againe , Ile follow it, 
Hot e.\Whar if it tempt you toward the flood my Lord, 
Or to the dreadfull lomner of the cleefe, Gy 
Thar berrels ore his baſe into the ſea, 
AO _ ſome OC forme, 
Which might deprive your 1gnty of reaſon, 
And a, into nad ? thinke %* i | 
Thevery place puts royes ofdeſperation 


Withour more motive, into braine, 
Thar lookes ſo many fadomes to the ſea, 
And heares it roare benearh. 
Ham. It waves mefiill, 
Goe on, Ile follow thee. 
Car. You ſhall nor goe my Lord. 
Ham, Hold off your hands. 
Hora. Berul'd, you ſhall nor goe. 
Ham. My fate cryesonr, _ 
And makes cach petty arrery in = body 


3 As 


The Tragedy of Hamlee 


As hardy as the Nemean Lions nerve : 
 Stillam 1 call'd ; unhand me Gentlemen, 
| By heaven Ile make a Ghoſt of him that lers me: 
I lay away : Goeon,lle follow thee. Exit Ghoſt aud Hamlet. 
Hoy. He waxes deſperate with imagination. 
ar. Lets follow, 'tis not fit thus toabey him. 
Hora. Have after : to what iflne will this come? 
Har. Something is rotten inthe Stare of Deumarke, ; 
Hora. Heaven will direct it. - 
Mar. Nay let's follow him. Exenn, 
Enter Ghoſt and Hamlet. 
Ham. Whither wilt thou lead me? ſpeake, Ile gve no furcher, 
Ghoſt, Marke me. 
Ham.1 will. = 
Ghoſt. My houre is almoſt com | 
When [ to lulphrons and rormenting flames 
{uſt render up my lelte. 
Ham. Alas poore Ghoſt, 
Ghoſt. Piry me nor, bur lend thy ferions hearing 
To what I ſhall nnfold, 
Ham. Speake, I am bound to heare. 
Ghe.Soart thou to revenge when thou ſhalc heare. 
Ham, W hat? 
Gho#+.1 am thy fathers ſpirit, 
Donm'd for a certaine terme to walke the night, 
And for the day confin'd to taſt in hires, 
Till the foule crimes, done in my dayes of nature 
Areburnt and purg'd away: But that Iam forbid 
Torell the ſecrets of my priſon- houſe, 
I could a tale nnfold, whole lighteſt word 
' Would harrow up thy ſonle, freeze thy young blood, 
Make thy two eyes like ſtars fart from their ſpheres, 
Thy knortred and combined lockes to part, 
And each particular haireto ſtand an end 
Like quills npon the tearefull Porpenrine : 
But this eternallblazon mult nor he 
Toeares of fleſh and blood : lift, lit, O liſt, 
I' thou didReyer thy deare father love. 


Ham. 
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Ham. O God ! 
Gho, Revenge his fonle & moſt nnnaturall murder. 
Ham. Murder ! | 
Ghoſt, Murder moſt foule, as- inthe belt it is; 
Bue tt.is moſt foule, range and unnatnrall. 
Ham. Haſtmeto t, that 1 with wings as ſivift 
As my or the thoughts of love, 
May fweepe to my revenge. 
Choft. 1 finde — | 
And duller ſhonldſt thou be than the far weed -  . _ 
That roots it ſelfe in eaſe on Lethe wharte, 
Wouldſt hon not fire in this : now Hamlet heare, 
'Tis given ont; thar ſleeping in my Orchard _ 
A Serpem ſtung me: ſothe whole care of Denmarks 
Is by a forged proceſle of my death 
Rankely abuſed: but know thou, noble Youth, 
The Serpent that did fling thy fathers life 
Now weares his Crowne. | 
Ham. O my Propheticke foule, my uncle ! 
Ghoſt. 1, that inceſtuous, that adulterate beaſt, 
With witchcraft of his wits, with trait'rous gifts, 
O wicked wits, and gifts that havethe power 
So ro ſeduce ! won to his ſhameſull luſt l 
The will of my moſt ſeeming verruous Queene, 
O Hamlet ,what a falling off was there 
From me, whoſe love was of that hy 
Thar it went hand in hand even with the vow 
1] madeto her in marriage ?and to decline 
Upon a wretch, whoſe nacurall gifts were 
To thoſe of mine'bur vertue,as.1t never will be moy'd 
Though lewdnefſe courr it in a ſhape of heayen, 
So but though roa radiant Angle linckr, 
Will fort it felfe in a celefliall bed, - 
And prey on garbage. 
Bur ſoft, me thinkes I ſent the morningaire, 
Bricfe let me be: Sleeping within my Orchard, 
My cultome atwaies of che afternoone, 
Upon my ſecure houre thy uncle ſtoke 


With 
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With juice of curſed Hebona in a Viall, 
And 1n the porches of my eares did poure 
The leprous diſtilmenr, whoſe eftect 
Holds juch an enmity with blood of man, 

Thar iwift as Quick-filver it conrſes through 

The naturall gates and allies of the body, 

And with a ſudden Ys it doth poſſeſſe 

And curd, like eager dro pings into mulke, 
The thin and wholſfome ; fodidit mine, 

And a molt inltant Tetrer barkt about 

Moſt Lazar-like, with vile and loathſome cruſt 

All my ſmooth body. 

Thus was I ſleeping, by a brothers hand, op 
Of life, of Crowne, of Queene art once diſpatcher, 
"Cut off even in the bloſſomes of my ſinne, 
' Unnuz!ed, diſappointed, un-anueld, 

No reckoning made, but ſent to my account 

With all my 1mperfe&tions on my head. 

Oh horrible, O horrible, moſt horrible, 

If thou haſt nature inthee beare ir nor, 
Let not the royall bed of Denmarke be 

A couch for Luxury and damned Inceſt, 
- Bur howſomever thou purſueſt this act, 
Taint not thy mindegnor ler thy ſoule contrive 

Againſtthy morher ought, leave her ro heaven, 

And tothoſe thornes that in her boſome lodge, 

Topricke and ting her : fare thee well at once, 
TheGloworme ſhewes the marine to be neere, 

And 'gins to pale his uneffeRuall fire : 

Adieu,adieu, adieu, remember me. ; 

Ham.O all you hoſt of heaven ! O earth! what elſe? 

And ſhall I couple hell? O fie! hold my heart, 

And yon my ſinewes, grow not inſtant old, 

Bur beare me ſwifcly up ; remember thee: 

I chou poore Ghoſt, whiles memory holds a ſear 

In this diſtrated Globe : remember chee ) 

Yea, from the table of my memorie 


Te wipe away all triviall fond records, 


Prince o f Denmarke. 


All ſaw of bookes, all formes, all prefſurespaſt, 
That youth and obſervation copied there, 
 Andthy commandement all alone ſhall live: 
Within the booke and volume ofmy braine, 
Unmixt with baſer matrer ; yes by heaven. 
O moſt pernicious woman: : 
O villaine, villaine, ſmiling damnedvillaine: 
My tables, meer it is I ſet downe, 2 0 
Thar one may mile, and ſmile, and be awillaine ; 
Ar lealt Iam ſure it may be ſo in Denmarke. 
So uncle there you are :now to my word, 
| It is adieu, adieu,remember me. : 
I have {worne't. Emer Horatio and Marcellm, 

Hora. My Lord, my Lord. | 

AMar. Lord Hamlet. 

Hora. Heavens ſecure him. 

Ham. So be it. 

Har. lo, ho, ho, my Lord. 

Hams. Hillo, ho, ho boy, come, and come. * 

Mar. How is't mynoble Lord? 

Ham, O wondertull! 

Hor. Good my Lord tell it. 

Ham. No, you will reveale it. 

Hora. Nor I my Lord by heaven. 

Mar Nor I my Lord. 
Ham. How ſay you then, would heart ofman once thinke it? 
Bur you'll be ſecret. T” 

Both. by heaven. 

Ham. There's never avillaine 
Dwelling inall Denmarke, 
Bur hee's an atrant Knave. Ln | 

Hera. There needs no Ghoſt, my Lord, come from the grave 
Torell us this, ” | 

Ham, Why right, yon are intheright, _ 
And fo wichour OHA non. . all 
I boldir fir that we ſhake hands and part, 
Youas your buſinefle and defire ſhall point you, 
For every man hath bulineſle and deſire, 

D | 
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Such as it is, and for'my owne poore Part 2 
w1ll goe pray. 
; Mo Thee are but wild and whurling words my Lord. 
Ham. 1 am forry they offend you hearuly, 
Yes faith heartily. 
Hora. There's no offence my Lord. ; 
Ham. Yes by Saint P atrickebuc there is Horatio, 
And much offence too : rouching this viſion here, 
It is an honeſt Ghoſt, that ler me tell you ; 
For your defire ro know whart is betweene us | 
Ore-maſter't as you may: and now good friends, 
As you are friends, Scholars, and Souldiers 
Give me one poore requelt. 
Hora. W hat is't my Lord, we will. | 
Ham. Never lo Ladies what you have ſceneto night, 
Both, My Lord we will not, | 
Ham. Nay bur fwear't. 
Hora. In faich my Lord not I. 
Car. Nor I my Lord in faith. 
Ham. Upon my word. 
Atar. We bave fworne my Lord already: 
Ham. Indeed upon my ſword, indeed. 
Ghoſt cries under the ſtage, 


Ghoſt. Sweare., 


Ham. Ha, ha, boy, faiſt thon 6? art thou there true-penny ? 
Come on, you hearethis tellow in the Selleridge 
Canſent to fweare. Pt 
Hora Propoſe the oath my Lord. 
Ham. Never to ſpeake of this. that you have ſcene, 
Sweare by my ſword. | 
Ghoſt. Sweare. 


Ham. Hic & «bique, hen wee'll ſhift our ground : 


Come hither Gentlemen 


And lay your hands againe upon my 1vord : 
Sweare by my {vord. 


| Never to ſpeake of this that yon have heard. 
Ghoft. Sweare hy his fivord. 


Ham. Well aid old Mole,canſt thouworke i*th carth ofa? 
A wore 
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A worthy Pioner,once more remove good friends. 
Hora. © day and night ' bur this is wondrous ftrange, 
Ham. And thereforeas a ſtrangergive it welcome: 

There are more things in heaven and earth Horatio 

Thanare dream't of in your Philoſophy : bur come, 

Hereas betore;never io help you mercy, 

(How ſtrange or odde fo ere I beare my ſelfe, 

As I perchance hereafter ſhall chinke meet, 

To put anantike diſpoſition On, | 

Thar you art ſuch times ſeeing me, never ſhall 

With armes ——— , Or _ _ ſhak'r, 

Or by pronounc1 edoubctfull phraſe, 

homel well pan Apa we cond and if we would, 

Or ifwe liſt ro ſpeake,or there be and if they might, . 

Or ſuch ambiguous giving out, to _ ; 

That you know oughr of me, this doe ſweare, 

Sograce and mercy at your moſt need helpe you, 

Ghoſt. Sweare. SE | 
Ham.Reſt,reſt,perturbed ſpirit- So Gentlemen 

With all my love I doe commend me to you, - 

 Andwhat ſopoore a man as Hamlet is 

May doe t'exprefſe his love and friendingto you 

God willing ſhall not lacke : letus goe in together, 

And (till your fingers on your lips I pray, 

The time is our of joint, O curſed ſpight 

That ever I was borneto ſer it right ! 

Nay come, lers goe together. Exenunt. 

Emnter old Polonins with hy max or two. 
Pol. Give him this money, and theſe rwo notes Reynalde- 
Rey. 1will my Lord. | 
Pol. Youſhall doe marvellous wiſely, good | 
Before yon vifit himrto make inquire 
Of his behaviour, : 
Rey. My Lord Idid intend it. 
Pol. Marrie well ſaid,very well aid, looke you fir, 
Enquire me firſt what Danskers are in Paris, 
And how,and who,what means,and where they keep, 
: and finding 


What companyar what expence 
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By this encompaſiment and drift of queſtion, 
That they doe know my lon , come you more neerer 
Then your particular demands will conchit, | 
Take you as't were ſome diſtant knowledgeof him, 
As thus, Iknow his father, and his friends, 
And inpart him : Doe you marke this Reywalde ? 
Rez. 1, very well my Lord. 
Pol. And in part him,bur you may ſay nor well, 
But if it be he I meane hee's very wilde, 
AddiRed fo and Þ, and there put on him 
W har forgeries you pleaſe, marry none ſoranke 
As may diſhonour him, take heed of that ; 
Bur fir, ſuch wanton, w1ld, and uſuallſlips 
As are companious noted and moſt knowne 
Toyourhand liberty. oh 
Rey. As gaming my Lord. 
Pol. 1,or drinking, fencing, ſwearing, 
Quarrelling, drabbing, you may goe o farre. 
Rey My Lord, that would diſhonour him. 
Pol. Faith as you may leafon 1t in the charge. 
You mult not pur hacelowe icandall onhim. 
That he 1s open toincontinency, 
That's not my meaning,bur breath his faults ſo quaintly, 
That they may ſeeme the taints of liberty, 
The flaſh and out-breake of a fiery mind, 
A ſavageneſt: in nnreclaimed blood 
Of generall aſſau'r, 
Rey. But my good Lord. 
Pol. Wherefore ſhould you doe thig ? 
Rey. Tr . would know that. 
Pol. ir here's my drift, 
And I beleeve it 1s a fetch of wir. 
Yeu laying theſe ſleight fullies on my ſonne, 
As 'twerea thing a little {oil'd with working, # 
Mark yow,your party in converſe,he yon would found, 
Having ever ſeenc inthe prenominate crimes 
22 The youth you breath of gn Ity, be affir'd. 
79 He cloſes with you in this conſequence 3 


: Good 
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Good fir (or {o) or friend, or Gentleman, 
According tothe phraſe or the addition 
Of man and countrey: | 

Rey. Very good my Lord. "EN 15 

Pol. And then fir does a this, a does :what was Iabourt to ſay? 
By.che Maſſe I was about to ſay ſomething, - 
W here did I leave ? 

Rey. At cloſes in the conſequence. 

Pol. At cloſes in the conſequence ; I marry, 
He cloſes thus, I know the Gentleman 
I aw him yeſterday, or th'other day, 
Or then, or then, with ſuch or ſuch, and,as you ſay, 
There was a gaming there, or tooke in's rowſe, 
There falling our ar Tennis, or perchance 
1Ifaw him enter ſuch and ſucha houſe of (ale, 
Videlicet,a Brothell, or ſo forth. See you now, 
| Yourbait of falſhood rakes this earpeof truth, 
And thus doe we of wiſdome and of reach, 
With windleſles, and with efſayes of byas, 
By indireQts finde dire&tions out : = 
So by my former LeQure and advice 
Shall you my ſonne. You have me, have you not ? 

Rey. My Lord I have. 

Pol. God buy ye, fare ye well, 


Rey. Good my Lord. 
Pol. Obſerve his inclination in your ſelfe. 
Rey, 1 ſhallmy Lord, IG 
Pol. And let him ply his Muſicke. \ 
Rey, Well my Lond, Exit Rey. 
Enter Ophelia. 


Pol Farwell. How now Ophelia,whar's the matter? 
Oph.O my Lord,my Lord, 1 have bin aftrighted. 
_ Poles. With what i'th name of God ? | 
Os My Lord as Iwas {owing in my Cloſer, ** 
Lord Hamlet with his donblert all unbrac'd, 
— Nohatupon his head his Rockins fonl'd, 
Ungartred, and downe gyved : >his ankle, 
Paleashis ſhirt, his knees knocking each other, 
D 3 And 
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And with a looke (o piteous in purport, 
As if he had beene looted out of hell 
To iprake of horrors, he comes before me. 

Pol. Mad for thy love? 

Ophel. My Lord I doe not kno:y, 
Bui truely I doe feare it, 

Pol. W har ſaid he? 

Ophel. He took me by the wriſt, andheld me hards 
Then goes he ro the lengrh of all his arme; 
And with hisother hand thus ore his brow 
He fallsro ſuch perulall of my face 
As a would draw it : long ſta1d he fo, 
Art laft, a little ſhaking of mine arme, 
And thrice his head thus waving up and downe, 
He railed a ſigh fo piteous and profound 
Asit did ſeeme to ſharrer all tus bulke, 
Andendhis being : that done, he lets me goe, 
And with his head over his ſhoulders curn'd 
Hee ſeem'd ro findehis way without his eyes ; 
For ont of doores he went without their helpes, 
And tothe laſt bended ther light on me. 

Pol. Come, goe with me, I willgoc ſecke the King, 
This is the very extalie of loye, 
W hoſe violent property forgoes it ſelfe, 
And leads the will to deſperate undertakings, 
As oft as any paſſions under heaven 
Thar does affiict our natures : Tam forrie; 
W hart ? have you given him any hard words of late ? 


Ophel,No my good Lord,bur as youdid command, 


Tdidfepell his letters, and deni'd 
His acceſſe tome. 

Pol. That hath madehim mad: 
Iam forriethat with better heed and judgement 
I hadnot coated him ; I fear'd he did but trifle, 
And meant ro wrack thee, bur beſbrewmy jealouſie; 
By heavenit 1$as proper toour age 
Tocalt beyond our ſelves in ouropinions, 
As 1t is common for the younger | 


» 


- 


To 


Prince of Denmarke. 
To lackediſcretion : Come, goe we tothe King, | 
This muſt be knowne, which being kepr cloſe might move | 
More griefe to hide , than hate tou:rer love, 
Come, __Exemnn. . 
Flenriſh. Enter King and Queene, Roſencrats and 
Guildenſter ue. 

K ing. Welcome deare Roſencrams and Guildenſterne, 
Morcover, that we much did long to ſee you, 
The need we have to uſe you did provoke 
Our haſtie ſending. Something you have heard 
Ot Hamlets transformaticn, {o I call ity 
Sith nor th'exterior, nor the inward man 
Reſem bles that 1t was : what it ſhould be 
More than his fathers death, that thus hath puchim 
So much from the nnder{ianding of himſelte . 
I cannot dreame of: 1entrear you both, 
Thar being ot ſo young dayes brought up with him, 
And fith toneighboured to his youth and haviour, 
Thar you vouchiafe your reſt here in our Court 
Some little rime, (© bo your companies 
Todraw him onto pleaſures and to gather 
So much as from occa{:on you may gleane, 
Whether onght rons unknown afflicts him thus! 
1 hat open'd izes within our remedy, 

Q#e.Good Lentlemn,he harh much ralke of you, 
And tare I am rwo men there are not living 
To whom he more acberes ; 1* it will pleaſe you 
To ſhew us (o mnch gentry an good will, 
As ro expend your time with us a while 
Forthe ſupply and profit of onr hope, 
Your vifitation ſhould receive ſuch thankes 
As fits a Kings remembrance. " 

Rof. Both your Myellies | 
Might by the Soveraigne power you have of ns 
Pur your drea1 pleatures more inco com.nand 
Than cointreaty. 

Gs:l. Bur we hoth ohey, 
And here give up our ſelves inthe full beat. Y 
0 
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To lay our ſervice freely at your feer. 

K:ng Thanks Roſencraw and gentle Guildenſtern. 
One. Thanks Gui/denſtern, and gentle Roſencram. 
And Ibelcech you inſtantly rovitt 
My :00 much changed fonne : goe ſome of you 
And bring theſe Gentlemen where Hamlet 1s. 

Gil. Heavens make our preſence and our practices 
Pleaſant and helpfull co him. 

Oneen, Amen, Exennt Roſ.and Guil, 

Enter Polonius. 

Pol.Th'Embaſſadors from Norway, my good Lord, 
Are joytully return'd. 

King. Thou il haſt bin the Father of good newes, 

Dol. Have 1 my Lord? I aſſure my good Liege 
I hold my duty as I hold my ſoule, 

Both tro my God and to my gracious King : 
And I doe thinke, or elſe this braine of nune 
Hunts not thetrayle of policie ſo ſure 
As it hath us'd ro doe, that I have found 
The very cauſe of Hamlets lunacie. 
K1ng. O ſpeake of that, that doe I long to heare. 
Pol. Give firlt admittance to the E »baſſadors, 
My newes ſhall be the fruic to thar great feaft. 

King. Thy felfe doe grace rothem,& bring themn- 
Hetels me, my deare Gertr«d, he hath found 
The head and {ource ofall your fonnes diſtemper, 

QOxee. 1 doubt it is no other but che maine, 

His tathers death, and our haſtie marriage. 
Emer Embaſſadors, 


K ing. Well,we ſhall ſift him : welcome my good friends ; 


Say Veltemand what from our brother Norway ? 
Fol. Mot tairereturne of greetings and deſires : 

Upon onr firſt he ſ-nt ont ro ſuppreſle 

HisNephewes levies, whichro him appeatr'd 

To be a preparation 'gainſt the Pollacke, 

Bur better lookr into, he truly found 

It was againſt your Highneſſe ; whereat griev'd 

That fo hs ſickneſſe, age, and impotence 
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Was falſly borne in hand, ſencs our arreſts 
On Forteubraſſe,which heinbricfe obayes 
Receives rebuke from Norway, and in fine, 
Makes vow before his uncle never more 
 Togiveth'aflay of armes againſt your Majeſhie : 
W hereon old Norway overcome with joy | 
Giveshim threeſcore thouſand crowns in annual fe 
And his Commiſſion, toimploy thole Souldiers 
So levied as before, againſt the Pollacke, 
With an entreaty herein further ſhowne, 
Thar it might pleaſe you ro give quiet paſle 
Through your dominions for this enterprize 
Onſuch regards of iafery and allowance 
As herein are ſet downe. 
King. It likes us well, 
And at our more conſidered time wee'll read, 
Aniwer, and thinke upon this buſineſle : 
Meane time wethank you for your well rook labour, 
Goe to your reſt, at night wee'll feaſt rogether : 
Moſt welcome home. Exeunt Embaſ[adort. 
Pol. This buſineſle is well ended, 
My Liege and Madam, toexpoltulare 
W hat majzeſlie ſhould be, whar duty 18, 
Why day is day, nighr night, and time is time, 
Were nothing but to walte night, day,and time; 
Theretore brevitie is the (onle of wir, 
And tediouſneſſethe limbes and omward flonriſhes: 
I will bebriete : your noble ſonne 15 mad, 
Mad call I it, for to define true madneſle, 
W hat is't bur ro be norhing elſe bur mad ? 
Bur let that goe. "= 
O wee. More matter with lefle arr. 
Pol. Madam 1 ſweare I uſe no arr at all, 
Thar hee's mad'cis true, 'tis true, "tis pity) 
Andpitty'cis 'tis true, a fooliſh figure, } 
But farewell it, for Twill uſe no art : | 
Mad let us grant him then, and now remaines | 
Thar we finde our the cauſe of this efteQ, _ | 
|  - r 
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\ Orrather ay the cauſc of this defect, 


For this ett, & defective comes by cauſe: 
Thus ir remaines, and the remainder thus. 21" 


Perpend. | 
| Thavea daughter, have while ſhe 15 mine, 


Who in her duty and obedience, marke, 

Hath given me this ; now gather and furmiſe. | 3 
To the Celeſtiall, my ſoules Idoll, the moſt beantified Ophelia. 

That's an ill phraſe,a vile phraſe ,beautified is a t11e phraſe: but 

1ou ſhall heare,this in her excellent [white boſome, Theſe, c. 
Oue en. Camethis from Hamlet toher ? 
Pol. Good Madam tay a while, I will be faithful. 

Doubt thou the ſtarres are fire, Letter. 

D onbt that the ſnunne doth move, 

Doubt trath to be a lyer, 


— 


. Bat never doubt | love. 


O deare Ophelia [am ill at theſs numbers, I have not art to 
rechon my proanes; but that I love thee beit, O moſt beſt beleeve 
it : Adrien, Thine evermore moſt deare Lady ,whileſt this 
machines to him, |  Hamler, 

Pol. This in obedience hath my daughter ſhowae me, 

And more about have his folicitings, 
As they fell ont by time, by meancs,and place, 
All given ro mine eare. 

K ing. But how hath ſhe receiv'd his loye ? 

Pol. What doe you thinke of me ? 

King. Asof a man faithfull aud honourahle, 

Pol. 1 would faine prove fo ; bur what might you thinke 
\VhenT had ſeene this hot love orrthe wing, 

As I perceiv'd it (I mnſt tell youthat) 

Before my davghter told me ; what might you 

Or my deare Majeſtic your Queen here thinke, 

It I had plaid the deske, or Table-booke, 

Or eiven Ty heart a winking,mnte and dambe, 

Or lookr _ this !ove with idle fight, 

W hat might yon thinke? no,I went ronnd to worke, 

And my young Miitreſſe thns I did betpeake: 

Lord Hamlet isa Prince ont of thy ſphere, 

Tis muſt not be: and then I precepts gaveher, That 
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That ſhe ſhonld locke her ſelfe from his reſorts 
Admir no meſſengers,receive no tokens. / 
W hich done, ſhe rooke the fruits of my ke: N 

And he repell'd, a ſhort rale ro make, 

Fell into a ſadneſle, then into a Faſt, 

Thencetoa watch, thence into a weaknelſle, 

Thence to a lightnefle,and by this declenſion 

Into the madneſle wherein now he raves, 

And all we mourne for. 

King.Doe youthinke ris this? 

Q=e. It may -be very likely, 

Pol. Hath there bernie a rime, would faine kno | W foe 
Thar I have poſitively faid, 'tiso, 
When it prov'd otherwiſe ? 

King. Not that I know, 

Pol. Take this fromthis , ifthisbe atruit; > 
If circumſtances lead me, 1 will finde 
Wherertruth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Wirhinthe Centre. 

King. How may we try it further ? 

Pol. You Wha lometimes he walkes fonre honres rogerher 
Here in the Lobby. 
Queen. Sohe ; indeed. 
Pol. Atfuch atime Ile looſe m y daughcerto him, 
Be you and I behind the Arras thaw 
Marke the encounter; it he love her not, 
And be nor from his reaſon talne thereon, 
Let me beno aſliltanr for a State, 
But keep a Farmeand Carters. 
&K ing, We will try it Enter Hamlet, 
' Queen. Burt look where adly rhe poore wretch comes reading. 
Pol Awa yoI doe beſecch you borh aways Exit XK: mg and 
The board him preſently.Oh give me leave, Queen, 
How does my good Lord Hamlet ? 
Ham. W ell, God a mercy. 
Pol. Doe you know me,my Lord ? 
H-n Excellent well, you are a Fiſhmonger. 
Pol. Not I my Lord. 


E 2 | Ham, 
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Ham.Thenl would you were fo honeſt a man 
Pol. Honeſt my Lord? 
Haw. 1 ſir, tobe honeſt as this world goes = 
Is to be one man pickt out often thouſand. 
Pol. That's very true my Lord. 
Ham. For if the Sunne breed —_— in a dead dogpe, being a 
good kiſſing carrion. Have you a daughter ? 
Pol. 1 have my Lord. 
Him. Let her not walke i'th Sun, conception is a bleſſing, 


- Bur as your daughter may conceive, friend looke o'r. 


Pol. How ſay yon by thar ? f1:l] harpingon my —_— yer be 
knew me not at fir{t, a faid I was a fiſh-monger, a1s far gone ; and 


 eruly in my youth Ifuffcred much extremity for love , very nczre 
| this: Lle ſpeaketo him againe, What doe you read my Lord . 


Ham. \Vords, words, words. 

Pol. W hat isthe marter my Lord? 

Ham. Berweene who ? = 

P-l.] meane the matcer that yon read my Lord: 

Ham. Slanders fir : for the Satyricall Rogue fates here,that old 
men have gray beards, that their facesare wrinkled., their eyes 


purging thicke Amber, and Plum-rree Gum, and that they have a 


Plentitull lacke of wit, togerher with moſt weake hams, all which 


- fir though I moſt powertully and porently beleeve, yer I hold it 


not honettie to have it thus ter downe, for your ſelfe fir ſhall grow 
old, as Iam, if likea crab yon could goe backward. 
Pol. Thovgh this be madneſle, yer therc is method in't , will 
you walke out of the aire my Lord? 
Ham. Into iny grave. 
 Þ 9] Indeed that's our of the aire ; how pregnant ſomerimes 
his replyes are? a happin*s that often madres hits on, which rea- 
fon and ſanQtitie could not fo happily be delivered of. 1 wilFleave 
tim and my daughter, My Lord 1 will rake my leave of yon. 
Ham, You cannot take from me any thing that I will not more 
willingly part withall, except my life. except my life, except my 
hfe. Enter Guildenſterne aud Roſencrans, 
Pol. Fare yon well my Lord. , 
Fam. Theic tedions old fooles. 


Pol. You goc to ſecke the Lord Hamlet, there he is, 


Rof. 
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| Rofſ. God ſave your fir. 
Gurl. My honoured Lord. 
Roſ. My moſt deare Lord. wa 
Ham. My excellent good friends,how doſt thou Gay /denftern ? ' 


Ah Roſercraus, good lads how doe you both ? 


Rof. As che indifferent children of the earth. 
Gx1. Happy in that we are nor ever happy on fortunes cap, 


| We arennt the very button. 


Ham. Nor the ſolesof her ſhooe. 

Reſ Neither my Lord. | 

Ham.Then you live about her waſt, or in the middle of her fa- 
G-:71. Faith her privates we. + (vors. 


F/ams. [nthe ſecret parts of fortune,oh moſt crue,ſheis a ſtrum- 
pet. \Whar newes? | 

Roſ. None my Lord,bur the worlds growne honeſt. (true. 

Ham. Then is Doomeſ-day neere : but your newes 1s not 
Bur inthe beaten way of friendihip,vhat make you at Elſexonr ? 

Roſ. Tovifit you my Lord, no other occaſion. 

Ham.Begger that I am\I am even poore in thanks,bur Ithank 
you. and ſure deare friends my thanks are roo deare a halte-peny : 
were younot ſent for ? 1s 1t your owne inclining ? is it a free viſita» 
tion ? come, come, deale jultly with me, come, come, nay ſpeake. 

Gul. What ſhould we ſay my Lord? 

Ham.Any thing, but to'th pnrpoſe,yor were ſent for, and there 
18 a kind of confeſſion in your lookes , which your modeſties have 
not craft enough to colour : 1know the good King and Queene 
have ſent for you. 

Rof. Towhat end my Lord? 

Ham. That you mult teach me: bunt let me compure you by the 
rtghts of our fellowſhips, by the conſonancy of onr youth , by the 
Obligation of our ever ie” aver love, and by what more deare 2 
better propoſer can charge yon withall, bee cven and direR with 
me whether you were tent for or no. ; 
_ Ref. What fay you? | 


Ham Nay then have an cie of you,if you love me hold nor off, 


Guyl. My Lord we were ſent for. 
Ham. [| will tell you why, fo ſhall my anticipation prevenc your 
diicovery, and your ſecrecy tothe King and Queen moulr no fea» 
| '- =Y ther: 
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ther :T have of late, bur wherefore I know nor, loft all my micth, 
forcone all cultome of exerciſes;and indeed it goes fo heavily with 
my <ipotition, that this goodly frame the earch ſeemes romee a 
t-rill promontorie ; this molt excellent Canopte the aire, looke 
you, this brave ore-hanged firmament, this majeſticall roofe trer= 
red with golden fire, why it appeareth vothing to me bur a foule 
and pettilent congregation of yapours. Whar a piece a worke is 
man ! how noble inrealon: hoy infinite in faculties !in forme and 
moving how expreſle and admirable! inaction how like an An- 
vel! in apprekention how like a God ! the beauty of the world,the 


Pparacon of... mals;& yer ro me what is this quinteſlence of Cult ? 
. man delights not me, nor woman neicter, though by your ſmiling 


yon ſeemetolay (0. ; — 
Roſe. My Lord there was no ſuch ſtufte in my thoughts. 
Ham.\Why did ye laugh chen,when I aid man delights not me? 
Roſ.Tothinke my Lord,it you delight nor in man,what Lenten 
entertainment thePlaiers ſhall receive from you,we coated them 


on the way,and hither are they comming to offer you ſervice. 


Ham. He that playes the King ſhall be welcome, his Majeſtie 
ſha!l haverribute of mee , the adventurous Knight ſhall uſe his 
foyle and target, the lover ſhall nor ſigh gratis, the humorons man 
ſhall end his part in peace,and the Lady ſhall ſay her mind freely, 
orthe blanke verſe ſhall halt for'r. W hat players are they ? 

Roſ. Eventhoſe you were wont to take ſuch delight inthe Tra- 
cedians of the City. 

Ham. How chances it they travell ?their reſidence both in re- 
putation and profit was berter both wayes. 

Kof. Ithinke their inhibition comes by the raeanes of the late 
INNOVAtION, | 
Ham, Doethey hold the ſame eſtimation they did when I was 
in the City ? are they bo followed ? 

Roſ.No deed they are nor. | 

Ham. Tt 1s not very ſtrange ; for my uncle 1s King of Denmark, 
and thole that would make monthes at him while my farher lived, 
give twenty, forty, fifty,a hundred duckers a peece tor his picture 
In little : $hlood there is ſomething in this more than narurall, if 
Philoſophy could finde it out, A Flonriſh. 

' Gu1l. There arerhe players, | 


Flam. 
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Ha m. Gentlemen you are welcome ro E!ſenoer, your hands : 
comet hen, th'appurtenance of welcome is faſhion and ceremo- 
ny, ler me comply with you in thisgarbe, leſt myextenc to the 
Platers, which I rell you muſt ſhew tairly optwards, ſhould more 
appeare like entertainment than yours ; you are welcome : bur 
my Uncle-father and Avnt-morher are deceived. 

Guyl. In what my deare Lord? | | | 

Ham. | am but mad North North-weſt, when the wind is Sou- 


_ therly I know a hawke froma hand-ſaw. 


Enter Polonimns. | 
Pol. Well be with you Gentlemen. - 
Ham.Haike you Guyldenſtern.and you too, at each eare a hea- 
rer,that great baby as you lee 18 nor yer our of his ſwadling clouts. 
Reſ. Happely he is the ſecond time come to them, for they fay 
an old manis twice a child. ., | 
Ham. 1 will prophecie that he comes to tell me of the Players, 
marke it : You ſay right fir, a Munday morning 'twas then indeed, 
Pol. My Lord I have newes tortell you. 
Ham. My Lord lhave newes to tell you : when Roſizs was an 
Actor in Rome. 
Pol. The Actors are come hither my Lord. 
Ham. Buz,buz. 
Pol. Upon mine honour. 
Ham Then cameeach Actor on his afle. | 
Pol. The beſt Actors inthe world,cirher for Tragedy,Comedy, 
Hiſtory, Paſtorall, Paſtorall-Comicall, Hiſtorical-Paſtorall ſcene 
indevi'able, or Poem unlimited : Senece cannot bee roo heavie, 
nor P1lixt« roo light for the law of writ aud the liberty ; thele are 
che onely men. 
Ham. O Jeptha Judge of Iſrael what a treaſure hadſt thon? 
Pol. Whar a treafnre had he my Lord ? 
Ham. Why one taire daughter and no more, the which hee l0- 
ved paſſing well, 
Pol. Sall on my daughter. 
Ham. Am Tnoti'th right old Jeptha? 
Pol. What followes then my Lord? 
Ham. Why as by lot God wor , and then you know 1t cameto 
Paſle,as moſt like it was : rhe firſt row of the pans chanſon __ 
1eW 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 


ſhery yon moxe, for looke where my abridgement comes. 
Enter the Players. 

Ham You are welcome maſters, welcome all, Iamglad roſe 
thee well, welcome good friends; ohold friend! why thy face 1s 
valanc'd fince I ſawthee laſt, com'ſt thon to beard mee in Dex- 
marke ? what my young Lady and Miſtrefle. my Lady your Ladi- 
ſhip 15 necrer ro heaven than when I ſaw you laſt by the alritnde 
of a-chopine, pray God your voice, like a peece of ancurrant gold, 
be nor crackr within the ring : maſters you are all welcome,wee'll 
e'ento' like friendly Faukners , fiye at any thing wee (ce, weell 


have a ſpeech firair, comegive us ataſte of yonr quality, come a 
paſſionate ipeech, 


Player. What peech my good Lord? 


Ham. Theard thee ſpeake me a ſpeech once,but it was never a- 
Qed, orif it was, not above once, for the play I remember pleaſed 
not the million, 'rwas caviary tothe generall, but it was as I recet- 
ved it andothers, whoſe judgements in ſuch matters cried inthe 
cop of mine , an excellent play , well digeſted in the icenes, ſer 
downe with as much modeſty as cunning. I remember one ſaid 
therewere noſallers in the lines ro make the macrter ſavoury, nor 
no matter in the phraſe that might indite the anchor of affeRion, 
but cali'd it an honeſt merthod,as wholeſome as veer, and by ver 
much more handſome than fine ; one ſpeech int I chiefly oved, 
'twas e/Eneas talketo Dido, and thereabour of it eſpecially when 
he ſpeakes of Priams (laughter, if it live in your memory begin ac 
ris linegler me ſee, let me ſee,the rugged Pyrrbas like th'ircanian 


Beaſt, 'tis noc it begins with Pyrrhus. Therugged Pyrrha, hee 
whoſe fable armes, 


Biacke as his purpoſe did che night reſemble, 

When he lay conched in th'ominous hor, 

| Hath now his dread and blacke compleRion ſmear'd 
With Heraldry more diſmall head co foot : 

Now is hetortall Gules, horridly tricke 

With blood of fathers, mothers, danghrers, ſonnes, 

Bak'd and embaſted with the parching ftreets, 

That lend atyrannous and a damned light 

To their Lords murder, rofted in wrath and fire, 

And thus orc-ciſed with coagulate gore, 


Wich 


Prince of Denmarke. 


With eyes like Carbuncle, the helliſh Pyrrhu# 

Old granfire Priam leckes ; ſo proceed you. 
Pol.Fore God my Lord well ipoken,with good accent and good 
Play. Anon he finds him | (diſcretion, 

Striking roo ſhort ar Greekes, his anticke ſword 

Rebellious ro his arme, lyes where it falls, 

Repngnant to command ; unequall matchr, 

Pyrrhus at Priam drives , in rage ſtrikes wide, 

Bn: with che whiffe and winde of his fell fivord 

Th'unnerved father falls. 

Seeming to feele this blow, with flaming trop 

Stoops to his baſe, and with a hideous craſh 

Takes prifoner Pyrrhas care : for loehis ford, 

W hich was declining on the milky head 

Otreverent Priam, icem'd 1th ayretO ſicke, | 

Soas a painted tyrant Pyrrhns (tood, 

Likea neutrall ro his willand matter, 

Did nothing : 

Burt as we often ſee againſt ſome ſtorme, 

A filence inthe heavens,the rackes ſtand ſtill, 

The bold wind ipeechleſſe , and the orbebelow 

As huſh as death, anon the dreadtull chunder 

Dothrend the region : ſo after Pyrrhwns pawie, 

A rowied vengeance ſets him new aworke, 

And never did the Cyclops hammers tall, 

On Atary: his armour, forg'd for proote eterne, 

With lefſeremorfe than Pyrrh«s bleeding fword 

Now falls on Priam. 

Our, out, thon trumpet Forrune: all you gods 

In generall ſynod rake away her power, 

Breake all the ſpokes and ftelloes from her wheele, 

' And boule the round nave downethe hill of heaven, . 

As low as to the fiends. | 
Pol. This1s too long, 
Ha. It ſhall to the Barbers with your beard : prerhee ſay on,he's 

for a jig,or a tale of bawdry,or he (leeps ; lay on, come ro Hecnba. 
Play.But who, ah woe had ſeene the mobled Queene. 
Ham.The mobled Queene ! 


F | | Poles, 


The Tragedy of Hamlet 


Polo. That's good. | 

Ply. Run barefoot up and downe, threatning the flames, 
Wi ich Biſon rhume, a clout upon that head 
Where late the diadem food, and for a robe, 

About her lanke and all ore-reamed loynes, 

A blanket inthealarme of feare caught up. 

W ho this had ſeene, with tongue in venome ſteepr, 
'Gainſt fortunes ſtare would treafon have pronounc'd : 
Bur if the gods them{lves did ſee her then, 

W hen ſhe laiv Pprrhrn make malicious ſport 

In mincing with his ſword her husbands limbes, 
The inſtant burſt of clamor that ſhe made, 

Unleſſe things mortall move them not at all, 
Wou!d have made milchthe burmirgeyes ot heaven, 
And paſſion inthe gods. 

Pol. Leoke where he has not turned his colour, and has teareg 
in's eyes : prethee no more. 

Ham.'Tis well, Ile have thee ſpeake out the reſt of this foone, 
Good my Lord doe you ſee the Players well beftoved, doe you 
heare, let them be well uſed , tor they arethe abſtract and briefe 
Chronicles of cherime; ater your death you. were better have a 
bad Epitaph, than their ill report while you [:ve. 

Pol. My Lord ] will ue them according to their deſert. 

Ham, Gods bodkin man much berrer, nſe every man after his 
deſert, and who ſhall icape whipping ? ule them atter your owne 
honour and dignity , the lefle they delerve the more merit 1s 1n 
your bonnty : Take them 1n, 

Pol, Come firs. 

Ham. Follow him friends,wee'll heare a phy to morrow ; doeſt 
t20n heare me old triend, can you play the murder of Gonzage ? 

 Play.] my Lord. | | 

Ham, W ee'll hav't to morrow night : you could for need ſtud 
a peech of lome doſen lines, or foreach \ Which I would ſec 
downe and inſert in'r, could you not ? 

Play.1 my Lord. 

Ham, Very well: follow that Lord, and looke you mocke him 
nor. My good triends , Ile leave you till night, you are welcome 
tO X!ſenonr. Exennt Pol, and Players, 

Rof. 


Prince of Denmarke. 
Reſ. Good my Lord. Exit, 
Ham. 1(o, God buy to yon ; now am I alone. 
O whata Rogue and peſant ſlayveamT! 
Is it not monſtrous that this Playerhere 
Bur ina fition, ina dreame of paſſion, 
Could torce his ſoule (o to his owne concelt, 
That from her workingall the viſage wand, 
Teares in his eyes, difiraQion in's aſpe, 
A broken voice, and his whole function furing 
W ith formes to his conceit, and all for nothing 
For Hecuba ? *© 
W hat's Hecxba to him,or hetoher 
Thar he ſhould weep for her ? what would he dog 
Had he the moxive, and that for paſſion 
| That Ihave ? he would drown the ſtage with tear 
And cleave the generalleare with horrid ſpeech, 
Make mad the guilty, and appeale the free, 
Confound the ignorant ,and amaze indeed 
The very faculties of eyes and cares; yet], 
A dull and muddy metled raskall, he | 
Like John-a-dreames, nnpregnant of my caule, | 
And can ſay nothivg, no not for a King, 
Upon whole property and moſt deare lite 
A damn'd defcat was made :am 1 a coward ? 
Whocalls me villaine, breakes my pate acroſle, 
Pluckes oft my beard, and blowes it in my face, 
Twckes me by'th noſe, gives me the lye i'th throat 
As deep as to the lungs ? who does me this ? 
Hah ?s'wounds 1 ſhould rake it, for it cannot be 
But I am pigeon liver'd, and lacke gall 
To make oppreſſion bitter, or ere this 
I ſhould have fatted all the region Kites 
W ith this (laves offall : bloudy, baudy villaine, 
Remorſleſſe,trecherous, lecherous, kindlefle yillain. 
W hy what an Ale am I? this is moſt brave, 
Thar Ithe ſonne of a deare father murthered, 
Prompred to my revenge by heaven and hell, 
Mult like a whore unpacke my hearr _ words, 
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And 


- Koſ. Madam, it ſo fellou that cenaine Players 


| The Tragedy of Hamlet 
And fall a curſing like a very drabbe, ſtallion, fie upon'r, foh, 


About my braines, hum, I have heard 

That guilty creatures ſittingat a Play 

Have by the very cunning of the Scene. 

Beene ftrooke 1o tothe toule, that preſently 

They have proclaim'd their malefactions : 

For murther chuugh it have no tongue will ſpeake 
With molt miraculovs organ. I!e have theſe Players 
Play ſomething like che murther of my father 
Betore mino uticle : Ile oblerve his lookes, 
Ilerent him to the quicke; it a doe blench 

I know my courie. Theſpiri thar I have ſeene 
May be a divell, and che divell hath power 
i'affimea plealing ſhape, yexand perhaps 

Our of my weaknefle and my melancholly, 

As he is very potent with ſuch ſpirits, 

Abuſes me to damne me: Ile have grounds 

More relative thanthis, the Play's the thing 


W herein le catch the conſcience of the King. - Exit. 
Enter King, Queene, Polonins, Ophelia, Reſencrans, Guyl- 
| | criterne, Lords. 


XK ing. Andcan you by no drift of conference 
Gert from him why he purs on this confution, 
Grating (o harſhly all his daies of quier 
With cnrbulent and dangerous lunacie ? 
Roſ. He does confeſle he feeles himſeite diſtracted, 
But from whar cauſe he will by no meanes ſpeake. 
Gay/.Nor deevwe find hun forward robe founded, 
But with a crafty madneſſekeepes aloote 
W hen we would bring him on ro ſome confeſſion 
Ot 1s true eſtate. 
nee. Did he receiveyou well ? 
Roſ. Moſt like a Gentleman. 
Gwyl. Burt with much forcing of his diſpoſition. 
Rof. Niggard of queſtion, bur of our demands 
Moſt free in his rep 


ly. 
Qumnee. Did you alloy him ro any paſtime? 


Prince of Denmarke. 


We ore-ranght on the way, of theſe we told him, 
And there did ſeeme in him a kind of joy 
Toheare of it ; they are here about the Court, 
And as I thinke they havealready order 
This night co play before him. 

Pol. T1s molt rue, - ; 
And he beſeecht me to entreat your Majeſties 
To heare and (ce the marter. 

King. Withall my hearr, 
And it doth much contenc me, 
To heare him ſo inclin'd : 6 
Good Gentlemen give him a further edge, 
And drive his purpoſe into theſe delights. 

Rof. We ſhallmy Lord. Exennt Roſ.& Gut. 

K ing. Sweet Gertrard leave us two, 
For we have clolcly ſent for Hamlet hither, 
That he as 'rwere by accident may here 
Afﬀeronr Ophelia ; her father and my felfe, 
Wee'll o bettow our ſelves,that ſeeing unſeene 
We may of their encounter frankly judge, 
And gather by him as he is behav'd, 
If 'r be eh'affliction of his love or no 
Thar thus he ſnfters for, 

wee. 1 ſhall o on : 

And for my part xAg I doe wiſh 
That your good beauties be the happy cauſe 
Of Hamlets wildneſſe,fo ſhall 1 hope your Vertnes 
Willbring him to his wonged way againe, 
To both yonr honours. 

Ophel. Madam, I wiſh it may. 

Pol.Ophelia walk you here : gracious fo pleaſe you 
We will ig onr ſelves; rea on this B-oke, 
Thar ſhew of fuch an exerciſe may colour 
Your lonelinefle : we are oft roblame in this, 

Tis roo much prov'd, that with deyotions vifge, - - 
And pious ation we doe fogar o're 

The divell himſelfe. 

King, O us tootrue; 
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How ſmart a laſhthar ſpeech doth give my conſcfence ! 
The harlors cheeke beautied with plaſtringart, 


Is nor more ugly tothe thing that helpes it, 

Than is my deed to my moſt painted word : 

O heavie burden! _ Enter Hamlet. 
Pol. | heare him comming, withdraiv my Lord. 
Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the queſtion, 

Whether 'tis nobler inthe mind ro ſufter 

The ſlings and arrowes of outragious fortune, 

Oc cotake armies againſt a ſea ot troubles, 

And by oppoſing end them : To dye to ſleepe Ys 

No more ; and by a (leepe to fay we end 

The heart-ake, and the thouſand narurall ſhockcs 

That fleſh is heire to; 'ris a conſummation 

Devontly to be wiſht, to dye toſleepe, 

To ileep perchance to dreame, I there's the rab, 

For inchat ſleepot death what dreames may come, 

VV henwe have ſhuffled off this mortall coyle 

Muſt give us paule, there's the reſpect 

Thar makes calamity of jo long life : 

For who yvould beare the whips and ſcornes of time, 

Th'oppreſlors wrong, the proud mans contumely, 

The pangs of deſpiſed love, and the Lawes delay, 

"The 1nfolence of office, and the ſpurnes 

Thar patient merit of th'unworthy takes, 

\Whenas himſelfe might his Ouietus make 

\\"1:11 a bare bodkin ? who would fardels beare, 

19 grunt and {wear under a weary life? - 

But that the dread of tOmething after death, 

The undiſcover'd Countrey, from whoſe borne 

No traveller retnrnes, puzzels the will 

And makes us rather beare thoſe 11s we have, 

Than fiye roothers that we know not of, 

Thus conſcience does make cowards, 

And thus the native hiew of reſolution 

Is ickked ore with'the pale caſt of thought : 

And enterpriſes of great pitch and moment, 

With chus regard their currents turne awry; 


And 


EE 


| Prince of Denmarke. 
And loſethe name of ation. Soft you now, 


| Thefaire Ophelia, Nimph in thy Orizons ? 


Beall my fins remembered? 
Ophel. Good my Lord, 

Hoy does your honour for this ma 
Ham. ]humbly thanke you, wel 
Ophel,My Lord I have remembrances of yours, 


a day ? 


' That I have longed long to re-deliver, 


I pray you now receive them, 
Ham. No, not 1, Lnceee ee NN: : 
. My honour'd Lord, you know right well yog did, 
And wirh them words of o{;yeert breath compo: 
As made theſe things more rieh: their perfume loſt, ..” * 
Take rhe(e againe: tor co the hoble minde 
Rich gfts waxe poore when givers prove unkind. 
Therewny Lord. | 
Ham. Ha, ha, are you Eoneſt ? 
_—_ My Lord. 
Jam, Are you faire? 
Ophel. W bat meanes your Lordſhip? 
Hams. That if 2 bee honeft and faire » you ſhould admit no 


diſconrie to your beauty. 


Ophel. Could beauty my Lord have better commerce 
Than with honeſtie. 

Ham. ] truly, for tne power of beautie will ſooner transforme. 
honeſtie irom har x zsto 2 baud, than the force of honeſtic can 
tranſlatebeanty to his lihenefle : this was ſomerime a Paradoxe, 
bur now the time gives it proofe. I did Jaye you once. 

Ophel. Indeed my Lard you made me beleeve fo. 

Ham. You (honld not have beleev'd mee, for vertne cannor fo 
evacuate or old Rocke but weſhall relliſh of it : I loved you nor. 

Ophel. 1 was the more deceived, 

Ham. Gerthce a Nunry,why wouldit thou be a breeder of fin- 
ners? I am my ſelfe indifferent honeſt, bur yer I could accuſe me 
of ſuch things,that it were better my morher had nor born me; 1 
am very proud, revengeſull, ambicions, with more offences at my 
beck thanT have thoughts ro put them in, imagination togive tlie 


thape, cr timeto att them in : what ſhonld ſach fellowes as 1 doe 


crawling 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 


crawling berweene earth and heaven? we are arrant Knaves, be. 
leeve nene of us, go thy waiesto a Nunry. Where's your father ? 
Ophel. At home my Lord. : 
Ham.Let the doores be ſhut upon him, 
That he may play the foole no where but in's owne houſe: 
Farewell. 

Ophel. O helpe him you fweer heavens. 

Ham.1t thou doſt marry,lle give thee this plagne ſor thy dow- 
ry, be thou as chaſteas Ice, as pure as ſnow, thou ſhalt nor eſcape 
calumny, get thee to a Nunry,farewell. Or ifthou wilt needs mar- 
ry, matrie a foole, for wiiemen know well enough what monſters 
you make of them : toa Nunry, goe, and quickly roo, farewell. 

Ophel. Heavenly powers reſtore him. 


Ham. ] have heard of your paintings well enough: God hath gi- 


ven you one face, and you make ſelves another, gig and am- 
+m{ er you liſt you Choe Gods creatures » Fe. make your 
wantonnefſſe ignorance ; go too,lle no more on'r,it hath made me 
mad: Ifay we will have no moe marriages, thoſe that are married 
already all bur one ſhall live, the reſt ſhall keepe as they are: tO 2 
Nunrie goe. Exit. 
Ophel. O what a noble minde is here orethrowne! 

The Courtiers,Souldiers,Scholars,cie,tongue,lword, 
Th'expeCtation andRole of the faire ſtate, 

The glaſſe of faſhion, and the mould of forme, - 

Th'chſervd of all obſervers, quite, quite downe, 

And [ of Ladies moſtdeje& and wretched, 

That ſuckt the honey of his Muſficke vowes ; 
Now ice what noble and moſt ſoveraigne reaſon 

Like (veer bels jangled our of time, and harſh, 

That unmarchr forme and ſtarure of blowne yourh 

Blaſted with exrafie. O woe is me | 

T have ſeen what I have ſeen, ſee what Tee?! Exit, 

Emer King and Polonins. | 
King. Love ! his afte&tions doe not that way tend, 

For what he {pake, thongh ir lackr forme a lircle, 

W as not like madnes,there's ſomething in his ſonle 

Ore which his melancholy firs on brood, 

And 1 doe doubt the hatch and the diſcloie 
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Prince of Denmarke. 


Will be ſome danger ; which for to prevent 
I have in quicke cetermination 
Thus ſet downe : he ſhall with ſpeed to England, 
For the demand of our negleRted tribute : 
Haply the Seas and Countries different, 
W 1ch variable objects ſhall expell 
This ſomething ferled matter in his heart, 
W herenn his FR {ill beating, 
Purs him thus from faſhion of tumlelte, 
What thinke you on't ? 
Pol. It ſhall doewell : | 
But yet I doe beleeve the origen and commencement of ic 
Sprung from negle&ed love: how now Ophelia ? 
You need not tell us what Lord Hamlet laid, 
We heard it all : my Lord doe as you pleaſe, 
Bur it you hold ic fir, after the Play 
Let his Queen-mother all alone entreat him | F 
To ſhew his griefe ; ler her be round with him, 
And lle be plac'd (fopleaſe 2” inthe eare 
Ofall cheir conference : if ſhe find him nor, 
To England ſend him, or confine him where 
Your wiidome beſt ſhall chink. 
King. It ſhall be (ſo, 
Madnetle in great ones muſt not unmatcht goe, FExcnnt. 
Enter Hamlet, and three of the Players. 


Ham. Speake the ſpeech I pray you as I pronounc'd it to you,. - 
trippingly on the congue ; bur if you mouth it , as many of our 


Players do, I had as lieve the Towne-crier ſpoke my lines: nor do 
not ſaw the aire too much with your hand,thus, bur uſe all gently; 
for in the very torrent tempeſt, and, as I may ſay , whirle-wind of 
your paſſion you muſt acquireand beget a temperance that may 
91veit {moorhneſle : O it offends mee tothe foule to heare a ro- 
bult.ous Perwig-pared fellox reare a paſſion torotrers, to very 


rags,tO ipleer the eares of the ground-lings, who for the moſt part 


are capable of nothing bur inexplicable dumbe ſhewes and noiſe: 

I would have ſuch a fellow whipt tor ore-doing Termaganc,it ouc- 

Heroas Herod, pray yon avoid it. 
P lay. Iwarrant your honour. 
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Hm. Be not too tame neither, but let your own diſcretion he 
our tutor ; ſnterheactiontothe word, the word to the action, 

with this peciall obſervance , thar you ore-ſtep not rhe modeſtic 
of Natnre :For any thing ſoore-done is fromthe purpoſe of play- 
ing, whole end both at firſt, and now,was and 1s, to hold as 'twere 
the Mirrcur up tonature, to ſhew vertue her feature, {corne her 
© ne image, andthe very ageand body of the time his forme and 
prefinre : now this over-done, or come tardy of, though it makes 
the un+kiltnil laugh , cannor but make he judicious grieve; the. 
cenſureot which one muſt in your allowance ore-\veigh a whole 
' Theater ot others. O there be Players that I have ſeene play, and 
heard others praiſe,and that highly, not ro ſpeak 1t profanely, that 
neither having the accent of Chriſtians, nor the gate of Chriftian, 
Pagan, nor man,have ioſtrmred and bellowed;that I have thought 
ſome of Natures Journy-men had made men, and not madethem 
well,they imitated humanity fo abominably. 

Play.lhope we have reformed that indifteremly withus. 

Ham. O reforme it alrogerher : and let thoſe that pla y your 
Clownes ſpeake no more than1s {er done for them , for there be 
of them that will themſelves langh, to fer on ſome quantitieof 
barren ſpe+tators to laugh rco, though in the meane time ſome 
_ neceſſary quetion of theP lay bethen to be contidered : that's v1l- 
lanous, and i1.ewes a moſt pititnll ambition in the Foolethar n- 
ſes it :g0c, make you ready. How now my Lord? willthe King 
hearc this piece of worke ? 

Enter Polonins,Guylde:fterne.and R oſencrans. 

Pol. And the Qneene t©o, and that preſently. 

Ham. Bid the Players make hafte.Will you two he!p to haſten 

Kofe: I my Lord. E xeunt thoſe two. - (them. 

Ham. \\ hat hoe, Horatio ? | 

Hera. Here ſweet Lord, at your ſervice. 

Ham. Horatio, thou art een as juſt a may 
As ere my converiationcop't withall. 

Hera. O my deare Lord. | 

Ham.Nay, doe not thinke I flatter, 
For what advancement may I hope fromrhee 
Fhac norevenue haſt bur thy good fpirits 


Tofeed and cloath thee ? why ſhould the poor be flattered ? hs 
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No, let the candied rongue licke abſurd pompe, 
Andcrooke the pregnant hinges of the knee 
Where thrift may follow fawning : doeſt thou heare ? 
Since my deare foule was Miftris of her choice, 
And could of men diſtinguiſh her eleCtion, 
Sh'arh _—_ _ for her _ for thou haſt bin 
As one in ſuffering all that ſuffers nothing ; 
A man that fri buffers and rewards 
Haſtta'n with equall thanks :and bleſt are thoſe 
W hoſe blood and judgement are ſo well comedled 
Thar they are not a pipe for fortunes finger, 
To found what ſtop ſhe pleaſe : give me that man 
That is not paſſions ſlave, and I will weare him 
In my hearts core, I, in my heart of heart, 
As Idoethee, Something too much of this: 
There is a play to night before the King, 
One Scene of 1t comes neere the circumſtance 
W hich I have old thee of my Fathers death ; 
I prethee when thou ſeeſt that Act on foot 
Even with the very comment of thy foule 
Obſerve my uncle : ithis occulcedguilr 
Doe not it {e!fe unkennell in one ſpeech 
It is a damned Ghoſt that we have ſeene, 
And my imaginationsare as foule , 
As Vulcans (tithy :give him heedfullnote, 
For I mineeyes will river to his face, 
And after wewill both our judgements join 
Incenſure of his ſeeming. 
Hora. Well my Lord, 
If a tealeonght thewhilft this Play is playing 
And ſcape dereQion, Iwillpay thethetft. 
Enter Trumpets pu. Kettle Drums, K ings 
Qneen,Polonines, Ophelia, 
Ham.They are comming to the play,l muſt be idle. 
Ger you a place. SPS, 
King. How tares oor Confin Hamlet. 
Ham. Excellent iftaith, | 
Oftche Cameleons dith, I eat the aire, . 
G2 
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Promiſe-cram'd, you cannot feed Capons fo. 

King. 1have nothing with this antwer Hamlet, 

Theſe words are not mine. 

Ham. No, nor mine now wy Lord. 

You plai'donce inthe Univerlity you ſay. 
Pol. That did Imy Lord, and was accounted a good Attor. 
Ham. Whar did you enaRt * 

Pol. 1did enaQt Julimz (eſar, Iwas killd th Capitoll, 
Brmt: kill'd me. 

Ham. It was a brute part of im ro kill © capitall a calfethere, 
Be the Players ready? 

Roſ.] my Lord, they ſtay upon your patience, 

Ger, Come hither my deare Hamlet, tit by me. 

Ham.No good morher, here's merall more attraive, 

. Pel. O ho, Coe you markethar ? | 

Ham. Lady, ſhall I lye in your lap ? 

Ophel. No my Lord. 

Ham. Doe you thinke I meant Countrey matters ? 

Ophel. I thinke nothing my Lord. 

Ham. That's a faire thoughc to lye berween maids legs. 

Ophel. What is my Lord ? 

Ham. Nothing. 

Ophel. You are merry my Lord. 

Fam. Who I? : 

Ophel. I my Lord. 

Ham. O God! your onely Jig-maker, what ſhould a man doe - 
but be merry : for locke you how cheerfully my mother lookes, 
and my farher died within's two houres., = 

Ophel. Nay,'*cis twice two moneths my Lord. 

Ham. So long,! nay then ler the divell weare black,for Ie have 
a ſure of fables: O heavens / dyetwo months agoe, and nor for- 
om er! then there's hope a great mans memory may on-live 

1$ life halfe a yeere; but berLady a mnt build Churches then. or 

elſe ſhall a ſnffer nor thinking on, with the Hobby-horſe,whoſe E- 

pitaph is,for O, for O, the Hobby-horſe is forgor. 

The Trumpets ſound. Dumbe ſhew follower. 
Enter a King and a O neen, the Omneene embracing him, and he 


ber, he takgs ber wp, aud declines hu head upon her necke, he tes 


him 
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bim downe «pon a banke of flowers , ſhe ſeeing him aſleepe, leaves 


bim : anon comes in another man, takes off hus Crowne, kiſſes it, 
pores poiſon in the ſleepers cares, and leaves him * the Queenre- 
rurnes, findes the King dead, makes paſſionate att ion,the poiſoner 
with ſome three or fore comes inagain, ſeem to condole with her, 
the dead body u carried away, the porſoner woes the Onecne with 
gifts, ſhe ſcemes harſh a while,but inthe end accepts love. 
Ophel. W hat meanes this my Lord ? 
Ham. Marry it is munching Mallico, it meanes miſchiefe. 
Ophel. Belike this ſheiy imports the argument of the Play. 
Ham, W e (hall know by this fellow, Enter Prolog ne. 
The Players cannot keepe,they'll rell ail. 
Ophel. Will atell us what this ſhew meant ? 
Ha. 1,or any ſhew that you will ſhew him,be not you afham'd 
to /hew,hee'|l not ſhame ro tell yon what it meanes. 
Ophel. You are navght, you are navghrt, Ile marke the Play. 
Prologue. For us and for our Tragedy, 
Here ſtooping to your clemency, 
We begge your hearing patiently. 
Ham. Is this a Prologue, or the poſie ofa ring ? 
Ophel.'Tis bricte my Lord. | 
Ham. As womans love. 
Enter King and Queene. | 
King. Full chirty times bath Phab*4 Cart gone round 
Neprunes falr waſh, and Tells orb'd the ground, | 
And thirty dozen Moones with borrowed ſheene 
Abour the world have twelve times thirty been, 
Since love our hearts, and Hy men did onr hands 
Unite commutnallin moſt ſacred bands. 
D©ue.So many journies may the Sun and Moone 
Make us againe count ore ere love be done: 
Bnt woe is me, you are fo licke of late, 
Sofarre from cheere, and from your former tare, 
Thac I diftruſt you ; yer thongh 1 difiruſt, 
Diſcomforr you my Lord it nothing mnt. 
For women teare roo much, even as they love, 
And womans feare and love hold quamity, 
Eicher none,in neither ought,or in extremity. 
G3 | Now 
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Now what my love is proofe hath made you know, 
And as my love 1s ciz s; teare 1510: 
Where love is great ,the lirtleſt doubts are feare 3 
Where little fears grow great,great love grows there, 
_ Kng.Faich I muſt _ —_ —_—_ _ OQP 

M ant powers their functions 1eavet , 
6d che Gate livein chis faire world behind, 
Honour'd, beloy'd, and haply one as kind 
For hnsband ſhaltthou. 

Omee. O confound thereſt ! 

Such love muſt needs be treaſon in my breaſt. 
In ſecond husband ler me be accurſt, 
None wed the ſecond but who kill'd the firſt; Ham. That $ 
The inttances that ſecond marriage move wormyvood. 
Are baſe reſpeAs of thrift, bur none of love : 
A ſecond time I kill my husband dead 
WW hen ſecond husband kiſſes me in bed. 

King. Ido beleeve you thinke what now you ſpeak, 
Bnt what we doe determine oft we breake, 
Purpoſe 15 but the ſlave ro memory, 
Ot violent birch, bur poore validuy; 
Which now the fruit unripe ſtickes onthe tree, 
Bur fall unſhakenywhen they mellow be. 
| Moſt neceſſary 'tis that we forget 
To pay our {elves what to our {elves 1s debt ; 
Whar toour ſelves in paſſion we propoſe, 
The paſſion ending doth che purpole lole ; 
The violence of either griefe or joy 
Their owne enaQures with themſelves deſtroy; 
\\ here joy molt revells griete doth moſt lament : 
Gricte joy, joy grietes, on ſlender accident. 
This world is not for aye, nor 'tis nor ſtrange, 
Thar evenour loves ſhould with our forcunes change: 
For 'tisa queſtion left us yet ro prove, 
Whether love lead fortnne, or elſe fortune love. 
The great man doiwne, you marke his favourite flies, 
The poore advanc'd makes friends of enemies :; 
And hitherto doth loveon fortune tend, 


For 
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For who not needs ſhall never lacke a friend, 
And who in want a hollow friend doch try, 
Dire&tly ſeaſons him his enemy. 
Bur orderly roend where I begun, - 
Ou wills and fares doe lo contraryrun, 
Thar one devices {till are overthrowne : 
Our chovghts are enrs,their encsnone of our one. 
So thinke thou wilt no fecond husband wed, 
Bur dyethy —_—_ when oy firſt Lord is dead. 
| Omee.Nor earth to me give food,nor heaven light, 
Sport and repoſe locke from me day and nights 
To deiperationturne my trult and hope, _ | 
And Anchors cheere in priton be my ſcope, 
Each oppoſte thar blankes the face of joy, - 
Meer what 1 would have well, and it deftroy ; 
Both here and hence purive me laſting ſtrife, Ham. lItſhe ſhonld 
If once I be a widow, ever Ibe a wife. break it now. 
King. Tis deeply iworne :{iveert leave me herea while, 
My ipirits grow dull, and faine I would beguile 
The tedious day with fleep. | 
Qwee Sleep rocke thy braine, : 
And never come miſchance beryeene ns twaine. Exennt. 
Ham, Madam, how iike you this play ? 
; Hove The Lady doth proteſt roo much methinkes. 
m7. O but ſhee'll keepe her word. | 


Kin Have you heardrhe argument ? is there no offence in't ? 


Ham. No, no, they doe but jeſt, poiſon in jeſt, nooffence i'th 


King. Whar doe you call the play ? (world. 

Ham.T he Movle-trap ; marry how ? tropically.This play 1s the 
1mage of a murther done inVienxa, Gewzagois the Dukes name, - 
his wife Bapti/fa, you ſhall ſee anon, 'tis a knaviſh piece of work, 
bur what of that? your Majeſtic and we ſhall have free foules, ir 
ronches us not ; let the galled jadewinch , our withers are un- 
wrung. This 1s one Lx#cianu Nepheyrto the King, 

Enter Lucianus. 

Ophel. Yonareas good as a Chor my Lord. 

Ham. 1 could interpret berweene you and your loye 
1t Icould ſee the puppirs dallying. 
Ophel.. 
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Ophel. You are keene my Lord, you are keene. 


Ham. It would coſt you a groaning to take oft mine edge. 

Ophel. Still berter and worle. 

Ham. So you miſtake your husbands. Begin murcherer, leave 
thy damnable faces and begin, come, the croking raven doch bel- 
low for revenge. | T- Z 

L «c.Theughts black,hands apt,drugs fit,and time agreeing, 
Conſiderate (eaton, elſe no creature iccing, 

Thou mixture ranke, of midnight weeds colleed, 
With Hecats bane thrice blaſted, thrice infected, 
Thy naturall magicke,and OO ——_—_ 
On wholſome lite uſurps immediacely. 
Ham.A poilons him 1'thgarden for his eſtare,his name's Gones- 
gogthe ſtory is exrant,and written invery choice Iralian:you ſhall 


ice anon how the mnrtherer gers the love of Gonzagoes wife. 
 Ophel, The King ries. 


Omnee. How tares my Lord? 
Pol. Give ore the play. 
King, Give me (ome light, away. 
Pol. Lights, lights, lights. Exemunt all but Ham & Horatio, 
Ham. \W hy let the ſtrucken Deere goe weep, 
The Hart ungalled play, 
For ſome muſt watchwhileſt ſome mult ſleep, 
Thus rans the world away. Would not this (ir,and a forreſt of fea- 
thers,ifrhereſt of my fortunes turn Turk with me,with provincial 


Roſes on my raz'd ſhooes,ger me a fellowſhip in acity of plaiers ? 
Flora, Halte a hare. | 


Ham, A whole one I. 
For thou doeſt know O D amor deare 
This realme diſmantled was | 
Of 7ove himſelfe, and now raignes here 
A very very patocke. 

Hora. You might haverim'd- 


Flam.CO0) co00d Horat«o,]letake the Ghoſts word for a thonfand 
pound. Didtt perceive? "a 


Hora. Very well my Lord, 
Ham.Upon the talke of the poiſoning, 
Hora. 1 did very well note tum. 


Ham. 
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Ham. Ah ha, come ſome muſicke; come the Recorders, 
For if the King likes nor the Coriedy, 
Why then belike he likes ic nor perdlie, 
Come, ſome muſicke. 
Enter Roſencraa and Guyldenſterne. 

Gy1. Good my Lord vouchlate me a word with you. 

Ham. Sir a whole Hiſtorie, 

Gxy1. The King fir. 

Ham. I far, what of him ? 

Guyl. 1s in his retirement marvellous diſtempered. 

Ham. W ich drinke fir ? 

G1. No my Lord, with choler, 

Ham. Your wiſedome ſhould ſhew it felfe more richer to ſig- 
nifie this to the Door ; for for mee to pur him to his purgations 
would perhaps plunge him into more choler. 

Guyl. Good my Lord put your diſcourſe into ſome frame, 

And ſtare nor fo wildly upon my affaire. 

Ham. 1lamrtame fir, pronounce. | 

G1. The Queene your mother 1n moſt great aflition of ſpi- 
rit, hath ſent me to you. | 

Ham. You are welcome. 

Guy.Nay good myLord,this courtefie 1s not of the right breed, 
if it ſhall pleaſe you ro make mee a wholiome anſiyer , Iwill doe 
your mothers commandement , if nor , your pardon and my re- 
curne ſhall be the end of the bufineſle. | 

Ham. Sir 1 cannor, 0 

Roſ. W hat my Lord? 

Ha Make you a wholſome anſwer,my wit's diſeas'd, but fir, ſneh 
anſwer as I can make you ſhall command, or rather as you ſay, my 
mother ; therefore no more,but to the matter, my make you ſay. 

. Roſ. Then thus ſhe ſajes, your behaviour hath firooke her into 
amazement and admiration. | 

Ham. O wondertnll ſonne that canſfo aſtoniſh a mother! bur is 
there no {equell at the heels of this mothers admiration ? n——_ 


bt 


Roſ.She defires ro ſpeak with you in her cloſer ere you go ro bed.) 
Ham. Weſhall obey, were ſhe rentimes our mother ; have you 
any further trade with us? 
Roſ. My Lord you once did loye me. 
FH Ham, 
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Hw. And doe ſtill by theſe pickers and ſtealers. 


Roſ. Good my Lord whart 1s yGur canſe of diftemper? you doe 


% 


forely barre the doore upon your owne liberty , if you deny your 


griefes ro your friend. 


Ham. Sir | kcke advancement. | 
Ref. How can that be,when you have the voice ofthe King him- 
ſelte tor your ſuccefſhon 1n Denmarke * = 
Enter the Players with Recorders. 
Ham. 1 fir, but while the grafle growes ; the proverhe is fome- 
thing muſty : oh the Recorders, let me lee one , to withdraw with 
you ; why doe you goe about to recover the wind of me ,asif you 
would drive me intoa toile? 

G#.O myLord,if my duty be roo bold,my love is too nnmanerly 

Ha.1 donot well nnderſtand chat : will you play upon this pipe? 

Gul. My Lord I cannot. 

Hm. T pray you. 

Gnyl. Beleeve me I cannot. 

Ham. | beleech you. 

Guyl. I know notonch of it my Lord. 

Ham.lt isas eaſie as lying ; govern theſe ventages with yonr fin- 
gers and the thumbe. give 1t breath with your mouth , and it will 
d.icourſe moſt eloquent mulick : look you,thele are the ſtops. 

Gyl. Bar thele cannot I command to any utterance of harmo= 
ny, | bave nor the skill. - | 
Ham. Why look you now how unworthy a thing you make of 
me, you would play upon me,yon would ſeeme to know my tops, 
you would plucke our the heart of my myſterie. you would ſound 
mee from my lowelt note ro my compaſle, and there is much mn- 
ficke, excellent voice inthis little organ , yet ca:.not you make it 
{peake,s'bloud do you think I am eaſter to be plaid on than a pipe? 
Call me what inſtrument you will , though you fret me not, you 
cannot play upon me. God bleſle you fir. | 
Emer Poloniu. EY 
Pol. My Lord the _— would ſpeak with yon and preſencly. 
Ha.Do you ſee yonder cloud that's almoſt in ſhape of a camel? 
Pol. By'th maſſe and 'tis like a Camell indeed. 
Ham. Me thinkes itislikea Wezell. 


/ Pol. Iris blacke like a Wezell. 


/ 


Ham. 
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Ham. Or _ a W mow 

Pol. Very like a Whale. 

Ham. Then I willcometom mother by and by ; 
They foole me ro the rop of my bent. 1 will comeby and by, 
| Leave mefriends. 
1 will,fay ſo. By andby iscafily aid. 
'Tis now the very witching time ofnight, 
W hen Church-yards yawne, and hell ic ſelfe breathes one. . 
Contagion tothe world : now could I drinke hot blood, 
And doe tuch buſineſle as the bitter day 7 
Would quaketolooke on : ſoft, now to my mother, 
O hearr loſe not thy nature! ler nor ever 
The ſoule of Nero enter this firme boſome! 
Let me be cruell, not unnaturall. 
I will peake daggers to her, bur uſe none, 
My tongue and foule in this be hypocrites 3 
How in my words ſoever ſhe be ſhent, 
To give themleales never my foule conſent. 

Emer King,Roſencrau,andGuyldenſterne. 

King. ] like him not,nor ftands it ſafewith us 
To ler his madneſſe range ; therefore _ you, 
I your Commiſion will torrhwith diſpatch, 
And he to £»g/axd ſhall along with you, 
The rearmes of our eſtate may not endure 
Hazzard ioneare us as doth ly grow 
Our of his browes. 

Guyl. We will our ſelves provide; 

Molt holy and religions teare it is 
To keepe thoſe many many bodies ſafe 
Thar live and feed upon your Majeſty. 

Roſ. The fingle and peculiar life is bound 
With all the ſtrength and armonrofthe mind 
To keepe it ſelfe from noyance, but much more 
Thar ſpirit, upon whoſe weale depends and reſts 
The lives of many :the ceſle of Majeſty 
Dyes not alone, bur like a gulfe doth draw 
W har'sneare it withir : orit is a maſſe wheele, 
Fixt on the ſomnet of the higheſt mount, 
| H 2 
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To whoſe hnge ſpokes ten thouſand lefler things 
Are morteili ind adjoin'd, which when ir falls, 
Each (mal annexment , pettie conſequence 
Arcends the boiſtrous raine, never alone 
Did the King ſigh, bur a generall grone. 
King.Arme you I pray you torts ſpeedy voiage, 
For we will fetters put aboutrhis feare 
W hich now poes too free footed. 
Roſ. We will make hafte. Exennt Gent. 
Enter Polonia. 
Pol. My Lord hee's going to his mothers cloſer, 
Behind the Arras Ile convay my felfe 
To heare the proceſſe, Ile warnt ſhee'l rax him home; 
And as you faid, and wiſely was it ſaid, 
'Tis meer that fome more andience than a mother, 
Since nature makes them parriall, ſhould ore-heare 
The ſpeech of vantage ; fare youwell my Liege, 
Ile call upon you ere you goe to bed, 
_ Andrellyonwhat I heare. Exit. 
King. Thankes deare my Lord. 
O my offence is ranke, it ſmels ro heaven, 
It bath the primall eldeft curſe upon't ; 
A brothers murder : pray can I nor, 
Though vaangrnr - as ſharpe as will, 
My fronger gnilt defeats m ——_ - 
Ad like - _ rodouble bulineſſe und, 
I tand in pauſe where 1 ſhall firſt begin, 
 AndbothnegleQ: what ifthis curſed hand 
Were thicker than it ſelfe with brochers blood? 
Is therenot raine enough inthe ſweer heavens 
To waſh it white as mow ? whereto ſerves mercy, 
But to confront the viſage of offence ? 
And what's in prayer, bue this rwofold force, 
1o be foreſtalled ere we come to fall, 
Or pardon being downe? then Ile looke up : 
My faulc is paſt : but oh ! whar forme of prayer 
- Canſerve my rurne ? forgive me my toute murther ? 
That cannot be,fince I am ſtall pofleſt 
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Of thoſe affeQs for which 1 did rhe murther, 
My Crowne,mine owne ambition, and my Queene : 
May one be pardoned and retaine th'oftence? - 
In the corrupred currents of this world 
Offences guided hand may ſhew by juſtice, 
And oft 'tisſeene the wicked prize it ſelfe 

Buyeg out the Law ; but 'tis not ſo above, 
| There is no ſhuffling, there the action lyes 
In his true nature, and we our ſelves 
Even to the teeth and forehead of our faulrs 
Togive inevidence : what then ?what reſts ? 
Try what repentance can ; what can it not ? 
Yer what can it whenone cannot repent ? 
O wretched ate ! Oboſome blacke as death; 
Q limed foule ! chat ſtruggling robe tree, 
Art more ingaged ! helpe Angels,make aflay, 
Bow ſtubborn knees, and hearrs with ſtrings of ſteele 
Be foft as ſinnewes of the new-borne babe, 
All may be well. Enter Hamlet. 

Ham.Now might I do ic,burt now a is praying» 
And now Ile do'r, and ſoa goes to heaven, 
And foam I reveng'd ? that would be ſcann'd 3 
A villaine kills my father, and for that 
T his fole ſonne doethis ſame villaine fend 
To heaven : | 
Why this is baſe and filly, =—— not revenge : 
A tooke my father groſlely, full of bread, 
With all his crimes broad blowne, as fluſh as May, 
And how his audit ſtands who knowes ſave heaven ? 
Bur in our circumſtance and conrſe of thonghr , 
_ 'Tisheaviewith him; and am Ithen reveng'd 
Torake him in the parging of his foule, 
When he is fir and feafoned for his paſſage ? 
Oz Pe 

Up fword, and know thou a more horrid hent, 
When he is drunke. aſleep, or in tus rage, 
Or in tHincefiuous pleaſure of his bed, 

_ Ar game, a fearing, or about ſome at 


y 
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That hasnorelliſh of falvation in't, 


Then trip him that his heele may kicke at heaven, 
And that his ſoule may be as damn'dandblacke 
As hell wherero it goes : my mother ſtayes, 


This Phyſicke bur prolongs thy ſickly dayes. Exit. 
K ing. My words flye up, my thonghts remaine below, 
Words without thoughts never co heaven goe. Exit. 


| Enter Gertrard and Polonins. 

Pol. A will come ftrait, looke you lay home to him, 
Tell him his prankes have bin roo broad to heare with, 
And that your grace hath ſcreen'd and Rood berweene 
Munch heat and him. lle ſilence me even here, 

Pray you be round. is Enter Hamlet, 

Ger. Ile warrant you, feare me not, 

Withdraw, 1 916 827 Ew comming. 

Ham. Now mother what's the matter? 

Ger. Hamlet chou haftthy father much offended. 

Ham. Mother you have my father much oftended. 

G+r. Come, come, you anſwer with an idle rongue. 

Ham. Goe, goe, you queſtion with a wicked to 

Ger, Why how now Hamlet ? 

Ham What's the matter now * 

Ger, Have you forgot me? 

Ham. Noby the Rood not fo, 

You are the Queene, your husbands brothers wife, 
And would it were not fo, you are my mother. 

Ger. Nay then lle ſer thoſe to you that can ſpeake. 

Ham. Come, come, and fit you downe, you ſhall not budge, 
You goe not till Iſet you up aglaſſe ; 
Where you may ſee the molt part of you. 

Ger, What wilt thou doe ? thouwile not murder me ? 
Helpe ho. | 

Pol. W har hoe helpe. | 

Ham. How now, a Rat, dead for a Dncket, dead, 

Pol, O Tam ſlaine. 

Ger. Ome, what haſt thon done ? 

Ham. Nay I know not, 1s it the King? 

Ger, O what a raſh and bloody deed is this ! 


Ham. 
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Ham. A bloudy deed, almoſt as bad good mother 

As kill a King, and marry with hus brother. 

Ger. As killa King? 265-5 

Hams. I Lady, it was my word. 
Thou wretched, raſh, incruding foole farewell, 
I rooke thee for thy berter, take thy forrune, 
Thon findeſt to be roo buhe is ſome danger. 
Leave wringing of your hands, peace, fir you downe, 
And let me wring your hearr, for fo I ſhall 
If it be made of penetrable ſtuffe, 
If damned cuſtome have nor braz'd it ſo, 
Thar it be proofe and bulwarke againſt ſenſe. 

Ger. What have I done, that thou dareſt wagge thy tongue 

 Innciſe forude againſt me? 

Ham. Such an at | 
Thar blurres the grace and bluſh of modeſty, 
Calls vertue hypocrite, takes off the Roſe 
From the faire forchead of an innocent loye, 
And ſers a bliſter there, makes marriage vowes 
As falle as Dicers oathes : Oh ſuch a deed 
As from the body of contraQtion pluckes 
The very foule , and ſweer Religion makes 
Ara lodie of words, heavens face does glow 
Ore this ſolidity and compound maſle 
With heated viſage, as againſt the doome, 
Is chought-ſicke at thea@t. | 

QOnee. Ay me, what aQ ? 

Ha.Thart roares fo loud,and thunders in the Index : 
Looke here upon this picture, and on this, : 
The counterfeit preſentment of two brochers ; 
See what a grace was {cated on hig brow, 
Hijperions curles, the front of Jeve himſelfe, 
An eye like Afars,tothreaten and command, 
A ſtation like the Herald Mercs 
New lighted on a heave, a kifſin bill 
A combinationand frmalenbes ; 
W here every god did ſeemeto ſet his feale, 
To give the world aſſurance of a man, 


This 
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This was your husband: look you now what follows, 
Here is your hnsband, like a mildew'd care, 
Blaſting his wholſome brorher : have you eyes ? 
Could you onthis faire monneain leave to feed, 
And batten on this moore ? ha ! have you eyes ? 
Yon cannot call it love, for at your age 
The heyday intheblood is rams, it's humble, 
And waits upon the j : and what judgmenc 
'Would ſtep from this to this ? ſenſe ſure you have, 
Elſe could you nor have motion , bur ſure that ſenſe 
Is apoplext, for madneſſe would not erre, 
Nor ſenſe toextafie was neer (o thrall'd, 
Buc it reſerv'd ſome quantity of choice 
To ſerve in ſucha difterence : Whar divell was'r 
That thus hath couzen'd you at hodman-blind ? 
Eies without feeling, feeling without fight, 
Eares without hands, or eyes, ſmelling ſans all, 
Or bur a ſickly part of one true (enſe 
Could not fo mope. Oh ſhame! where is thy bluſh ? 
Rebellious hell, 
If thou canſt mutine in a Matrons bones 
To flaming youth, ler vertue be as waxe 
And melt in herowne fire, proclaime no ſhame 
When the compulſive arqdure gives the charge, 
Since froſt it (elfe as aRively dorh burne, 
And reaſon pardons w1ll. 

Ger, O Hamlet \peake no more, 
Thou turn't my very eyes 1nto my ſoule, 
And there I ſee ſuch blacke and grieved ſpots 
As will leave thererherirtinR. 

Ham, Nay bur to live 
Intheranke ſweat of an inceſtuons bed, 
Srew'd in corruption, honying and making love 
Over the naſty ye. 

Ger. O ſpeake rome no more, 
Theſe words like daggers enter in mine cares, 
No more ſweet Hamler, 

Ham. A murtherer and a villaine, 


A ſlave 
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A ſlave that is not ewentieth part the kyth 
Of your precedent Lord, a vice of Kings, 
A Cut-purſe ofthe Empire and the rule, 
Thar from a ſhelfe the precious diadem ſtole, 
And put it in his pocker. Emer Gho#t. 
Ham. A King of ſhreds and patches. 
Save me and hover ore me with your w1 
You heaven!y guards : what would your gracious figure ? 
Ger. Alaſle hee's mad. : 
Ham. Doe you not come your tardie fonne to chide, 
Thar lap't in time, and paſſion lers goe by 
Th'importanc ating of your dread command? O fay ! 
Ghoſt. Doe not forget : this viſitation 
Is but to wher thy almoſt blunced purpoſe. 
| Bur looke, amazement onthy morher fits 3 


O ſtep berweene her and her ſighing foule ! 
Conceit in weakeſt bodies trongelt workes. 
Speaketo her Hamlet. 


Ham. How is it with you Lady? 
Ger. Alaſſe how is't with yon, 
That you doe bend your eye onvacancie, 
And with th'incorporall aire do hold diſconrſe? 
Forch at your eyes your ſpirits wildly peepe, 
And as the (leeping Sonldiers in th'alarme, 
Your beaded haire like life in excrements 
Starts up and ſtands an end: O gentleſonne ! 
Upon the hear and flame of thy diftemper 
Sprinkle coole patience : whereon doe you looke ? 
Ham.On him,on him,look you how pale he gleres, 
His forme and cauſe conjoin'd, preaching to ſtones 
Would make them capable ; doe nor look upon me, 
Leſt with this piteous ation you convert 
My fterne efte&s; then what I have to doe 
W11l want true colour, teares perchance for blood, 
Ger. To whom doe you ſpeake this? 
Flaw. Doe you ice nothing there? 
Ger. Nothing at ail, yer all chat is chere 1 ſee. 
Ham. Nor did you nothung heare ? 
1 Ger. 
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Gey. Nonoching but our ſelves. 
Ham. Why looke you there, looke how ic ſteales away, 
My facher in his habit ashe liv'd, : 
Looke where he goes, even now out attheportall, Exit Ghoſh. 
Ger. This is the very coynage of your braine, 
This bodileſle creation exrafie is very cunning in. 
Ham, My pulſe as yonrs doth remperately keeptime, 
And makes as healthfull muſick : it is not madneſle 
That I have uttred, bring metotheteſt, 
And [the matrer will re-word, which madneſſe 
Wou!ld gambole from.” Mother, for love of grace 
Lay not this flattering unCtion to your ſoule, 
T hat not your treipafſe but my madi1eſle ipeakes; 
Je will bur skinand fhlme chenlicerous place, 
Whiles ranke corruption mining all within 
Intects unſeene : conteile yourſelfe ro heaven, 
Repent whar's palt, avoid what 15 to come, 
And foe nor (pread the compoſt on the weeds 
To make themranker : forgive me this my vertue, 


For inthe fatneſle of thele purfie times 


Vercue it ſelfe of vice muſt pardon begge, 
Yea comb and wooe tor leave to doe him good, 
Ger. O Hamlet, thou halt cleft my heart in twaine. 
Ham. O throw away the worter part of it, 
And leave the purer with the other halte. 
Goodnight, bur goe nor tomy nrncles bed, 
Aſlumea verttte it you have it nor, 
That monſter cultome, who all ſenſe doth eat, 
Of habits divell, is Angel yer in this, 
Thar to the uſe ot ations faireand good 
He likewiſe givesa frockearbivery 
That aptly 1s put on: refrainro night, 7 
And that ſhall lend a kinde of eaſinefle ; 
To the nexr abRinence, the next more eaſe ; 
For nſe almoſt can change the Rampe of nature, 
And maſter the Divell,or throw him our 
With wondrous potency : Once more 
And when you are deſirous tobe bleſt 
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Ilebl p of you : for this lame Lord 
I Pha. baxend hath pleas'd iti, 
To puniſh me with this, and this with mes 
That I muſt betheir ſcourge and munifier;_. 
I will beſtow him, and will anſwer well. 
The death I gave him ; ſoagaine good night- 
I muſt be cruell onely to be kinde, 
Thus bad begins, and worſe remaines behind. 
One word moregood Lady. 

Ger. W hac (hall I doe? 
Ham Not this by no meanes that Ibid you doe, 
Let the blowt King tempt you to bed againe, 

Pinch wantonon your cheokncall you his Mouſe, 
And let him for a paire of _— kiſles, 

Or padling in your necke with his damn'd fingers, 
Make you to ravellall this matter out, 

That I eflentially am not inmadneſſe, 

Bur mad in craft ;'twere good you let him know, 
For who that's but Queen, faire, {ober, wile, 
Would from a paddocke, from d Bar, aA Gib, 

Such deare concernings hide ? who would doe fo? _ 
No, in deſpight of ſenſe and ſecrecie _ 

Unpeg the basket on the houles rop, 

Ler the birds flye, and like the famous Ape, 
Totry concluſions in the basket creepe, 

And breake your ovne necke doivne. | 

. Ger, Be thou affur'd if words be made of breath, 
And breath of life, I have no life to breathe 
Whar thou haſt ſaid ro me. ; 

Ham. 1 muſt to England, you know that. 

Ger. Alacke ] had | com | 
'Tis ſoconcluded on. - 

Ha.There's letters ſeal'd,& my twoſchool-fellows, 
Whom I will cruſt as I will adders fang'd, 

They beare che mandate;they muſt ſyeep my way, 

And marſhall me to knavery ; let it worke, 

For 'ris the ſport, to have the Enginer 

Hoiſt with his owne petar,an't ſhall goe hard 
| I 3 


But 


. The Tragedy of Hamlet 


Bur 1 will delveone yard below their Mines, 
And blow them at the Moone : O 'tis molt lweet 
 Wheninone line two crafts direftly meer. 
This man ſhall ſer me packing, 
Ile lagge the guts into the neighbour - roome. 
Mother good night indeed , this Counſeller 
\ Ts now moſtiill, moſt ſecret, and moſt grave, 
Who was in's life a moſt fooliſh praring knave, 
Come fir,to draw toward an end with you. 


Good night mother. | Exit. 
Enter King and O ween, with Roſencrana 
and Gnyldenſterne. 


King. There's matter in theſe fighes, theſe profound heaves, 
You mult tranſlate;cis fir we underſtand them: 
W here is your ſonne ? 

Gert. Beſtow this place on ns a little while. 
Ah mine owne Lord, what have I ſcene tonight ? 

King. What Gertrard, how does Hamler ? 

Ger.Mad asthe ſea and wind when both contend 
W hich is the mighrier in his lawleſle fit , 

Behind the Arras hearing ſomething (hr, 
_ Whips cur his Kapier, cryes a Rat, a Rar, 
And in this brainith apprehenſion kills 
The unſeene good old min. 

King.O heavie deed! | 

It had beenſo with us had we beenrhere, 

His liberty is full of chreats to all, 

To you your ſelfe, ro us, to every one. 

Alas, how ſhall this bloody deed be anfwered ? 

It willþe laid to us, whoſe providence 

Should have kept ſhort ,reſtrain'd, and out of harnt 

This mad young ma"): but to much was our love 

We would nocunderftand what was moſt fir, 

But like the owner of afoule diſeaſe, 

To keepir fromdivelging, tet it feed 

- Evenonthepithof lite : where is he gone ? 

Gert. Fodraw apart the bedy he hath kill'd, 

Ore whom his very madneſle, like ome Ore 
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Among a mineral| of metall baſe, 
Shewes it ſelfe pnre, a weeps for what 1s done. 

King. Gertrard come away, 
The Sunne no ſooner ſhallthe mountaines touch 
But we willſhip him hence, and thus vile deed | 
We muſt with all our Majeſtic and skill Enter Roſ.& Guyld. 
Both countenance andexcuſe, Ho Guyldenſterne, 

Friends both, goe joine with you {ome further aide, 

Hamlet in madneſle hath Peloniwe (laine, 

And from his mothers cloſet hath he drag'd him ; 

Goe ſecke him our, ſpeake faire, and bring the body 

Inco the Chappell; I pray you haft inthis: 

Come Gertrard, wee'll call up our wiſeſt friends, 

And let them know both what we meane to doe, 

And what's untimely done, | 

' Whoſe whiſper ore the worlds Diameter, 

As levell as the Cannon to his blanke 

Tranſports his poy{oned ſhot, may muſſe our name, 

And hit the woundleſſe aire : O come away, 

My ſouleis full of diſcord and diſmay. E xewnt. 
Enter Hamlet, Roſencraus, and others. 

Ha.Safely ſtow'd : bnt fofttly,what noiſe ? who calls on Hamlet? 
O here they come. 

Roſ. W hat have you done my Lord with the dead body ? 

Ham. Compounded it with duſt , whereto it is kin. 

Ref, Tell us where ts, that we may take it thence, 

And beare it tothe Chappell; 

Ham. Doe not beleeye ir, 

Roſ. Beleeve what ? | | , 

Ham. That I can keepe your connſell and not mine owne ; be- 
fides , tobee demanded of a ſpunge , what replication ſhon!d bee 
made by the ſonne of a King ? 

Roſ. Take you me for a ipunge my Lord ? 

Ha. 1 ir, that fokes up the Kings countenance, his rewards, his 
authorities : bur ſuch Officers doe the King beſt (ervice inche end, 
he keeps them like an apple inthe corner of his jaw, firſt month'd. 
robe lalt ſwallowed ; ws +. he needs what you have gleaned, it 1s 
. but ſqueeling you, and ſpunge you ſhall be dry againe. 
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Rof.1 underſtand you not my Lord. LO ; 
Ham.lam gladoft : a knaviſh ſpeech ſleeps ina fooliſh eare.7 
Roſ. My Lord you muſt tell us where the body is, and goe with 
ns tothe King, —- 
Ham. The body is with the King) but the King 1s not with the 
body : the King is a thing. - Ns 
Guyl. Arhing my Lord? | 
Ham, Of nothing, bring me to him. + Exennt, -— 
Enter King and two or three, ; 
King. have ſent to ſeek him,and to find the body; 
Hoy dangerous is it that this man goes looſe? 
Yer muſt we not pur the ſtrong law on him, 
Hee's lov'd of the diſtracted multitnde, 
Who like nor in their judgement, bur their eyes, 
And where 'cis {o, th'offenders ſcourge is waigh'd, 
Bur never the oftence :to beare all ſmooth and even, 
This ſudden ſending him away mult ſeeme 
Deliherate paule ; diſcaſes deſperate growne 
By deſperate appliance arereliey'd, 
Ornot at all. 
Enter Roſencrate, and all the reſt. 
King. How now ? what hath befallen? 
Roſ, Where the dead body is beſtow'd my Lord 
We cannot get from him. 
King. But where is he? 1 
Roſ. Without my Lord, guarded toknoy your pleafare; . 
Ki»g. Bring him before us. | 
Roſ. Ho,bring inthe Lord. They enter, 
King.Nown Hamlet , where's Polonina ? 
Ham, At (upper. | 
King. At ſupper ? where ? 
Ha. Nor whete he cats, but where he is eaten,a certain convo- 


cation of politick worms arecenat him : your worme is your only 


Emperour for diet. We fat all creatures elſe to fat ns, and wee fat 
our ſelves for maggots ; your fat King and your lean beggar is but 


_ variable ſervice,two diſhes bur to one table, that's the end. 


King. Alas, alas! 
Ham, A man may fiſh with the worme that hath eat of a King, 
cart 


Prince of Denmarke. - 
eat of the fiſh that hath fed of that worme. 


Kivg. What doeſt thou meane bythis? + [4 
Ham, Nothing but .to'ſheiy youhow a King may goe 4 pro- 
oreſſe chrough the gurs ofa beggar. | 
King. Where 1s Polonine ? 
Ham-In heaven , ſend thirher to ſee,if your meſſenger find him 
not there, ſeeke himg1'th archer place your ſelfe: but indeed if you 
find him nor within this monerh, you ſhall nole him as you go up 
the (taires into the Lobby. 
| King. Goe ſeeke him there. 
Ham. A will tay eHl youcome, 
King. Hamlet this deed for thine eſpeciallafety, 
W hich we doe tender, as we dearly grieve - 
For that which thou haſt done, muſt lend thee hence : 
Therefore prepare thy ſelfe, - 
The Barke is ready, and the winde at helpe, 
Th'aſſociates tend, and every thing is bemt 
For England, — 
Ham, For Exgland ? 
King. 1 Hamlet. 
Ham. Good. | Ree nn, | 
King. So is it ifthon knew'(t _—_—_— N 
| Ham. | ſcea Cherubthar ſees them: bat come, for England © 
Farewell deare mother. | 
K ing. Thy loving father Hamlet. bd. 
Ham. My mother, father and mocher is man and wiſe, 
. Manandwite is one fleſh,and lomy mother. 
Come, for England. . Exit« 
King. Follow himat foot, 
Temprt him with ſpeed aboard, - - 
Delay it nor, lle have him henceto night : 
Away) for every thing is ſeal'd and done | | +. 
Thar elle leanes on the affaire ; pray you make haſte: 
And E»gland, it my love thou hold at ought, 
As my great power thereof may give thee ſenſe, 
_ Since yet thy cicatrice lookes raw and red 
After the Daniſh ſvord,and thy free awe | 
. Paies homage to us, thou mailt nor coldly ſet - - Ss 
| A ur 


| Oar Soveraigne proceſſe,which im 
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ports at full 
By letters congruing to that efte AR ON 
The pretent death of Ha#vler, doe it England 
For like the Hecticke in my blood he rages, 
And thou muſt cure me : till I know 't18 done, | | 
Hojy ere my haps, my joyes will nerc begin. Pie. 
Evter Fortinbraſſe with his Atwwy overthe Stage. 
Fortin, Goe Capta! ne,from me gfvct che Daniſh Kings 
Tell him that by his licence Fortinbraſe 
Craves the conveyance of a promis'd march | 
Overhis kingdome ; you know rhe rendezyons, 
Ifthat his Majeltie would Owght wirh us 
We ſhall expreſle our duty in his eye, 
And let him know fo. : 
' (ap. Iwill doe't my Lord. 
Fortin, Goe loftly ot. 
Enter Hamlet, Roſencrans, c. 
Ham, Good fir whoſe powers are thele ? 
Cap. They are of Norway (ir. | 
Ham. How propos'd fir I pray you ? 
Cap. Againl(t ſome part of Poland, 
Ham. Who commands them fir ? 
Cap. The Nephew of old Norway, F ortinbraſſe. 
Ham. Goes it againftthe maine of Polgnd fr, 
Or tor tome frontier ? > 
Cap. Truely to ſpeake, and with no addition, 
We goerogainea little patch of ground 
That hath in it-noprofit but the name, 
Topay hve duckers, five I would nor farme it, 
Nor will it yeeld to Norway or the Pole 


A ranker rate, ſhonld it be fold infee. 


Ham, Whythen the Pollack never will defend it. 
Cap Nay'cis already garrifond. 
Hams, Two thouſand foules and 20000,duckets 
Wuillnot debate the queſtion of this ſtraw ; 
This is thimpoſtume of much wealch and peace, 
That inward breakes and ſhewes no cauſe without 
Why the man dyes, I humbly thanke you fir. 
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Cap. God buy your fir. 
Roſ. Wil pleaie you goe my Lord? 
Ham. lle be with you Rraight, goea little before. 
How all occaGonsdoe informe againſt me, 
And ſpur my dull revenge ? W hat 15a man, 
If his chiete good and marker of his time 
Be bur to {leepe and teed ? a beait, no more. 
Sure herhac made us with ſuch large diſcourſe, 
Looking before and after, gave us not 
That capability and God-like reaſon 
To faſt in us unus'd : now whether it be 
Beſtiall oblivion, or ſomecraven {cruple 
Of thinking too precliely on th' event, - 
A thought which quarterd hath but one part wikdom, 
Andever t\xee parts coward : I doe not know 
Why yer liveto lay this thing's to doe, | 
Sith 1 06s cauſe,and will,and ttrength, and meanes 
To doe't : examples grofle as earth exhort me , / 
Wtneſle this army ot tuch maſle and charge; 
3 Led by a delicate and tender Prince, 
: Who'e fpirit with divine ambition putt 
Makes mouthes at the inviſible event, 
Expoting what is mortall and unjure 
To all thar forrune, death, and danger dare, 
Even tor an egge-ſhell. Rigttly co be great 
| Is nor to ſtir without great argument, 
1 But greatly to hnde quarrc 11 in a ſtraw, 
| W hen honour's at the ſtake. How ſtand Tthen, 
'K Thar have a father kill'd, a mother Rtain'd, 
4 Excitements of my reaſon and my blood, 
And ler all (Jeep, while ro my ſhame Tee 
The imminent death of twenty thouſand men, 
Thar for a fantafie and tricke of fame 
Goetorheir graves like beds , fight for a plot 
\Whereon the numbers cannot try the cauſe, | 
Which is nor combe enough and continent = 
To hidethe ſlaine ? O from this timeforch, | 


My choughts be bloody,or be northing worth. Ex#t, 
r. ; 
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Fyter Horatio, Gertrard, ayvda GC exutleman. 
Quee. [wall not ipeake wich her. 
Gent. She 1s importunate, 
Indeed diltrat, her mood willneeds be pitied, 
Oxee.'W hat would ſhe have? 
- Gent. She ſpeakes much of her father , ſayes ſhe heares 
ere'strickesi'th world, and hems, and bears her heart, 
Spurnes envioully at trawes, ſpeakes things in doubt 
That carry but halfe ſenſe, her ſpeech 1s nothing, 
Yet the Ae nie of it doth move 
The hearers to colleQion, they yawne at 1t 
And borch the words up tit to their owne thonghts, 
Which as winkes, and nods, and geſtures yeeldthem, 
Indeed would make one thinke there might be thought, 
Though nothing ſure, yer much unhappily. 
Hora.'Twere e 200d (he were ſpoken with, tor ſhe may firew 
Dangerous conjectures | in 11]-breeding minds. . 
Let her come in. Enter Ophelia, 
Omee.« To my ſicke foule, as fins true nature 15, 


« Each toy ſeemes pro! /ogue ro ſome great amufle; 
« So full otarrleſſe jealouhe 1s guilt, 


« It ſpills it ſelfe in tearing to be pile, 

Ophel. Where is the beanteons majeſty of D enmarke ? 

Once. How now Ophelia ? She ſings. 
 Ophel. How ſhould | your true love know from oe one ? 
By his cocklehat and afte, and by his ſendall ſhoone. 

Quee. Alas lweet Lady, what imports this ſong ? 

Ophel. Say you, nay pray you marke. 

He is dead dy gone I.ady, he 1s dead and gone, Song. 


Art his heada erect turte, at hisheelesa ſtone. 
O ho. 


Dnuee. Nay bnt Ophelia, 
Oph. Pray you mark. White his ſhrowd as the mountain ſnow. 
Enter King, 
Onee. Alas, looke here my Lord. 
Ophel. Larded all with ſweer flowers, 


Which beweept tothe ground did not g0Cz 
W ih trne love thowers, 


Songs 


Kinfe 
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King. How doe you pretty Lady. | 
 Ophel.Well "good dil hn they ſay the Owle was a Bakers 
daughter : Lord , we know what wee are, but know nor what wee 
may be. God be ac your table, 

King. Conceit upon her father. . 

Ophel.Pray let's have no wor«'s of this, but when they ask you 
what it meanes, ſay yon this. "3 
To morrow is S. Valentines day, Songs 
Allinche morning betime, 
| AndI a maid at your window 

Tobe your Valentine. 


Then up he roſe,and dond his clothes, and dupt the chamber door, 
Let inthe maid, that out a maide, never departed more, 
King.Pretty Ophelia, 
Ophel. Indeed, without an oath, Ile make an end ont. 
By g1s and by Saint Charity, 
alacke and hie for ſhame, 
Young men will doe't if they cometo't, 

by cocke they areto blame, 
Quark ſhe, before you tumbled me you promis'd me to wed- 

(He anſwers. ) So ould I adone, by yonder ſun 
And thou had(ſt not cometo my bed. 

Kirg, How long hath ſhe been thus ? 

Oph. 1 hope all will be well, we muſt be patient : but I cannct | 
chuſe buc weep to think they wonld lay him i'th cold ground ; my - 
brother ſhall know of it, & ſo Jthank you for your good counlell, 
Come my coach, good night Ladies, good night, 

Sweet Ladies good night, good night. 
King. Follow her cloſe, give her good watch I pray you. 


O this 1s the poyſon of deep priefe, it ſprings all from her fathers 
death : and now behold O Gertrard, Gertrard, 


W hen forrowes come they come not ſingle ſpies, 
But 1n battal1ans : firſt,her father ſlaine, 
Next, your ſonne gone, and he moſt violent author 
Of his owne juſt remove; the people muddied, 
Thickeand unwholſome in thoughts and whiſpers 
| ForgoodPelonimu death,& we have done but greenly 

In hngger muggerto interre bim ; poore Ophelia ah 

©. 1V1- 
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Divided from her (elfe and her faire judgement, 

W ithout which we are bur pictures, or meere beaſts $. 

Laſt, and as much containing as all theſe, 

Her brorher is in ſecret come from France, | 

Feeds on this wonder, keeps himſelfe in clouds, 

And wants not buzzers to infeQ hiseare 

With peltilent ſpeeches of his fathers death, 

 Whereinneceſſuty of matter beggerd 

Will nothing ſticke our = rſon to arral 

In care andeare: O my deare Gertrard, this 

Like to a Murdring-Peece in many places 

Gives me ſuperflgous death. A mnoiſe within. 

Enter Meſſenger. 


King.Attend,where are my Sviſſers: ? let them guard the door, 
W har 1s the matter ? 


Heſſen. Save your ſelfe my Lord. 
The Ocean over-peering of his liſt 
Eates not the flats with more imperuous haſte 
Than young Laertes in ariotous head 
yi; your Officers ; the rabble call him Lord, 
And as the worid were nov bur to begin, 
Antiquity forgor, cuſtome not knowne, 
Theratifiers and props of every word, 
They cry chniewe Laertes to be King, 


Caps, hands,and tongues applaud it to the clouds, 
Laertes (hall be King, Laertes Kiig. 


O «eHow cheerfully on the falſerrailethey cry, A noiſe withiv, 
O this] 1s counter you falle Daniſh dog 
Emer Laertes with others 
King. The doores are broke. 


Laer. Where is this King ? irs Nand you all withour. 
eAl.Nolert's come in. 


Laer,1 pray you give me leaye. 
eAll. Wewill,we will, 


Laer. I thanke you, keep the doore. « O thou vile mat, 
Grve me my father, 


One. Calmel ly good Laertes. 
Laer,That drop of blood that's calme proclaimes me baſtard, 
Cries 


"att 
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Cries Cuckoldro my father, brands che Harloc 
Even here betweenthe chaſt unſmerched brow 
Ofmy true mother. 

King. What is the cauſe Laertes 
That thy rebellion lookes ſoGiant-like? 


Let him goe Gertrard, doe nor feare our perſon, 
There's ſuch divinity doth hedge a King, 
That treaſon can but peepe to what it would, 


___ Ads little of his will: tellme Leertes 


Why thou art thus incens'r : let him goe Gertrard, 
Speake man. | 

Laer. Where is my father ? 
King.Dead. 

- 2a Bur not by him. 

ing. Let him demand hisfill. 
Laer. How came he dead ? [le not be jugled with: 
To hell allegeance, vowes to the blackeſt Divell, 
Conſcience and grace to the profoundeſt pit, 

I dare damnation, tothis point I ſtand, 
That both the worlds I give to negligence, 
Ler come what comes, onely Ile be reveng'd 
Moſt chroughly for my facher. 

King. W ho ſhall tay you ? 

Laer. My will,not all che worlds : 

And for my meanes, lle husband them ſo well 
They ſhall goe farre withlitrtle. 

King. Good Laertes, if you deſire to know the certainty 
Of your deare father, is'r writ in your revenge, DT. 
that ſoop-ſake, youwill draw borh friend and foe, 

inner and loſer ? | 

Laer.None but his enemies. 

King.Will you know them then? 

Laer, To his good friends thus wide Ile ope my armes, 
And like the kinde life- rendring Pelican 
Repaſt them with my blood. 

King. W x now you ſpeake 
Like a good childe, and a true Gentleman, 


. Thar I am guilclefle of your fathers death, 
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Andam moſt ſenſible in griefe for it, 
It ſhallas levell ro your judgement peare | 
As day does to your eye, | A neiſewithine 
Enter Ophelia, 
L aey. Let her come in, 
How noxwy ? what noiſe 1s that ? 
O heat Cry vp my braines, reares ſeven times ſalt 
Þurne our the ſenile and vertue of mine cye : 
By heaventhy madneſle ſhallbe paid with waight 
Till our icale turne the beame. O Roſe of May ! 
Deare maid, kind fiſter , veer Ophelia! 
O heavens : 1s't poſſible a young maids wits 
Should be as mortall as a poore mans life | : 
Ophel. They bore him bare-fac'd on theoBeere, Sore. 
And in his graverain'd many a teare. 
Fare you well my Dore. 
Lacr.Hadſt thou thy wits, and didſt perſwade revenge 
It cond nor move thus. 
Ophel. You mult fing a downe, a downe, 
And you call hima downe a. O how the wheele becomes ir, 
Ir isthe falle ſteward thar Role his Maſters 'daughter.. 
L aer, This nothing's more than matter. 
-Ophel, There's Roſemary , that's for remembrance , ptay you 
love remember, and there's Pancies, that's for thoughts. 
Laer.A document in madnes.thoughts andremembrance hted. 
Oph. There's Fennill for you, and Columbines, there's Rev for 
you , and here's ſome for mee, wee may call it heibe of Grace a 
Sundayes, you may weare yonr Rew with a difference; there's a 
Dake : 1 would give you ſome Violets, but they witherd all when 
my father died; they ſay a made a good end. 
For bonny ſweet Robin 1s all my joy. 
Laer.\houghts and aMiRions, paſſion, hell it ſelfe 
She turnes to fayour and to prettineſſe. 
Ophel. And will a not come againe, Cong. 
 Anqdwilla nor come againe, . 
No, no, he is dead, goe to thy dearh bed, 
He never will come againe, 
His beard was as white as ſnow, 
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He is gone he is gone, and wecaſt away moane, 

God þ vs on his loule, and all Chritian ſoules. 

God buy you. | 
Laer. Doe you this O God ? 


King. Laertes Imuft commune with your griefe, 
Or you deny meright ; goe bur a part. 
e choice of whom your wiſeft friends you will, 
And they ſhall heare and judge 'twixt you and me, 
It by direct or by collaterall hand 
They finde us toucht, we will onr kingdome give, 
Ovr Crowne, onr life, and all that we call ours 
Toyouin fatisfaCtion ; bur if not, 
Be you content to lend your patience 'to us, 
And we ſhall jointly labour with your ſoule 
To give it due content, 

Laer. Let this be ſo. 
His meanes of death, his obſcnre funerall, 
No Trophey, ſword, nor Hatchment ore his bones, 
No noble right, nor formall oſtentation 
Cry tobe heard as'rwere from earth to heaven, 
That I muſt call't in queſtion. 


 King.So you ſhall, 
And where th'oftence is let the great axe fall. 
Tpray you goe with me. Exennt: 


Exter Horatio andothers. 
Hora. What are they that would _— with me ? 


Gen, Sea-taring men fir, they fay they have Letters for you, L” 
hos Let them come in. 


1 doe nor know from whar part of the world 


| Tſhouldbegreered, if not from Lord Hamlet. Enter Salers, 


Say. God bleſſe you fir. | 
Hora. Let him bleſle thee too; 
Say. A ſhall fir an't pleate him. There's aletrer for yon fir, it 


came from the Embaſſadour that was bound for England, if your 
name be Horatio,as I am let ro know it is. 


Floy. Horatio when thon ſhalt have over-look'c this, giverheſe 
fellowes ſome meanes tothe King,they haye Letters for him. Ere 
| Wee ' 


 Socriminall and 
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weweretwo dayes old at ſea , a Pirat of very warlike appoint= 
ment gave us chaſe. Finding our ſelves roo {low of faile, we puc on 
2compeled valour and inthe gra le I boarded them :1N the 1N- 
ſtanr they got cleere of our ſhip, io I alone became their priſoner. 
They have dealt wich me like theeves of mercy , bur they kney 
what they did; Iam to do a rurne for rhem. Let the King have the 
Lerters [ have ſent, and repaire thou to me with as-much ſpeed as 
chou wouldſt flye death. 1 have words to ſpeake inthine care will 
make thee dumbe, yer are they mu-h too light forthe bord of the 
marter, theſe good-fellowes will bring thee where I am, Roſer- 
 crawand Gnyldenfterne hold their courle tor Eng land,ot them 
have much co rell thee. Farewell. / 
So that thou knoweſt thine, 
| Hamlet. 

Hora Come, Iwill make yon way for theſe your Letters, 
And doe't the ſpeedier that you may direct me 
To him-from whom you hronghe chem. Exenunt. 

Enter King and Laertes. 
King. Now muſt your conſcience my acquictance ſcale, 

And you muſt put me in your hearr for friend, 
Sith yon have heard, and with a knowing eare, 
That he which hath your noble father ſlaine 
Purſued my life. 

Laer.1t well APPeares : but rell me 
VWhy you proceed nor = thele feates 

capitall in nature, | 

As by your ſafery,greatneſle,wiſdome,all chings etc, 
You mainly were ſtirr'd up. 

Xing. O for two ſpeciall.reafons, 


Which may to you perhaps ſeem much unſinnow'd, 
Bur yer co me tha'reſtrong : the Queen his mother 
Lives almoſt by his lookes, and for my. lelfe, 
My vertue or my plague, be it either which, 
She is ſoconchve to my life and fonle, 
Thar as the ſtarre moves not bur in his Sphere, 
I could nor bur by her : the other morive 
Why coa publike count Tmight not goe, 
Is the great love the generall gender beare him, 
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Whodipping all his faulcs in their affeftion, 
Worke like the Spring that turneth wood toſtone, 
Converr his gyves tO graces, ſo that my arrowes 
Too lightly rimbered for fo loved armes, 
Would have reverted to my bow againe, 
But notwhere I haveaim'd them. 
Laer. And (0 I have a noble father loſt, 

A ſiſter driveninro deiperate tearmes, 
Whole worth, if praiſes may goe backeagain, 
Srood challenger on mount of allthe age | 
For her aries: bur my revenge wiil come. 
| King. Breake not your ſleeps fur chat, you muſt not thinke 

That weare made of liuffe fo flat and dull, _ 
- Thar we can letour beards be ſhooke with danger, 
And rthinke it paſtime: you ſhortly ſhall heare more. 
T lov'd your father, and we love our (elfe, 
And that [ hope willceach you to imagine. 

Emer a Meſſenger with Letters. 

AMeſſ. Theieto your Majelly,this ro the Queen. 
King From Hamlet ? who bronghe them ? 
Meſſ Sailers my Lord they fay, I law them nor, 


They were given me by (audio, he received them 
Of him char brought them. 


King. [ aertes you ſhall heare them : leave us. TE 2 - 
High and mighty , you ſhall know Iam ſer naked on your King- 
dome :ro morrow (hall I beg leave roſee your Kingly eyes, when 
I ſhall (firſt asking you pardon) thereunto recuunt the occaſion of 
my ſoddenreturne. 

King. What ſhould this meane? areall thereſt come backe? 
Or is it {ome abuſe, and no (auch thing ? 

Laey. Know you the hand? 

King. Tis Hamlets charaQer. Naked! 

And in a poſtſcript here he faies alone, 
Cany: u deviſe me? 
L aey. ] am loſt init my Lord ; bur let him come, 


It warmes the very ſickneſſe in my heart, 
That I live,and tell him to his teeth, 
Thus didft thou, 


L King- 
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King. If it beſo Laertes, | 
As how ſhould ir be fo, how otherwiſe, 
Will you be rul'd by me? 8omp 
Laer. 1my Lord, ſo you will nor ore-rule me ro a peace. 
K ing. To thine own peace: ifhe be now returned 
As liking not his voyage, and that he meanes 
No more toundertake it, I will worke him 
To an exploit now ripe in my device, 
Under the which he ſhall not chaſe but fall, 
And for his death nowind of blame ſhallbreathe, 
But evenhis mother ſhall uncharge the practice, 
And call it accident. 
Laer.My Lord Iwill berul'd, 
The rather if you coulr deviſe it fo 
That I might be the organ. 
K ing Ic ta'ls right : 
You have bin talker of ſince your travell much, 
An1 chat in Flamlets hearing, for a quality 
W herein they ſay you ſhine ; your ſumme of parts 
Did nor together pluckeluch envie from him 
| As did that one, and that in my regard 
: Of che unworthieſt hege. 
L «er. What part is chat my Lord ? 
King. A very riband inthe cap of youth, 
7” Yer needfall roo, for youth no lefle becomes 
 _Thelighrand careleſle livery that it weares, 
Than fecled age his !ables, and hif weeds, 
Importing health and graveneſle : two months ſince 
Here was a Gentleman of Normanay, 
] have ſeene my ſelfe,and ferv'd againſt the French, 
And they can well on horſe-backe ; but this Gallan 
Had witch-craft in't, he grew unto his ſeat, 
And to ſnch wondrous doing brought his horſe 
As he had bin incorp'it and demi-natur'd 
\With the brave beaſt ; ſo farre he ropt my thought, 
That I in forgery of ſhapes and trickes | 
Come ſhorr of what he did. 
Later, A Norman was't ? 


King. 
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King. The very ſame. 


Laer.1 know him well,he is che brooch indeed 
And gemme of all the Nation, 

King. He made confeſſhon of you, 
And gave you ſuch a maſterly report 


For _ —_— in — 

And for your Rapier moſt eſpeciall, 

That hecry'd out, 'ewould be a fight indeed 

If one could march you ; the Scrimers of their nation 
He ſwore had neither motion, guard, nor cye 


If you oppos'd them : fir this report of his 
Did Hamlet fo envenome with his envie,. 
Thar he could nothing doe, but wiſh and begge 
Your ſudden commng ore to play with you. 
Now out of this. 


Laer. What ou of this "ny Lord ? 
K mg. La-rtes, Was your ather deare tO 


Orare yon like the painting of a ſorrow, 
A face withour a heart ? 


Laer. Why aske you this? 


K go at I chink you did nor love your farher, 
Burt that I know love is begun by time, 


And that I ſee in paſſages of —_ 
Time qualifies res. and fireof it 3 

There lives within the very flame of love 

A kinde of wieke or ſnuffe that will abate it," 
 Andnothing is at a like goodnefle ill; - 

For goodnefle growing to a pleuriſie, 

Dies in bis ewne roo much, that we would doe, 


you? 


We ſhould doe when we would : for this Fox/dchanges, 


And hath abatementsand delayes as many 

As there are tongues, are hands,are accidents, 

And then this Showl/d is like a ſpend-thrift figh, - 

That hurts by — : bur to the quicke of th'ulcer, 

Hamlet comes backe, what would you undertake 

. Toſhew your ſelfe indeed your _— fonne 
' 4 
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More thanin words? 

Laer.To cur his rhroat i'ch Church. Py 
King.No place indeed ſhould murder ſanAuarize, 
Revenge ſhould have no bounds : bur good Laertes 
Will you doe this ? keep cloſe within your chamber, 
Hamlet cerurn'd ſhall know you are come home, 
Wee'll pur on thoſe ſhall praiſe your excellence, 
And ſer a double varniſh on the ſame | 
The Frenchman gave you, bri yourn fine rogethers 
And wager ore your heads; he being remiſſe, : 
 Moſtgenerous, and free from a!l — 


Wi!lnor perule rhe foiles , ſo rhat with eaſe, 
Or with a little (hnffling, you may chuſe 
A ſword unbared, and in a paceof practice 
Requite hin for your father. 
Laer. 1 will doe't ; 
And for the purpoſe Ile annoint my ſword : 
I bought anunction of a Mountebanke 
So mortall, that bur dip a knife in it, 
 Whereit drawes blood , no Cataplaſme fo rare 
ColleRed from all Simples that have vertne 
Under che Moone, can fave the thing from death 
Thar is bur ſcrarcht withall; Ile ronch my point = 
Withthis contagion, thar if I gall him ſleightly ic may be death, 
_ King. Ler's further thinke of this, : 
W eigh whar conveiance both of time and meanes _ 
May fit usto our ſhape ifthis ſhould faile, 
 Andthacour drifr look throngh our bad performance 
'Twere better not aſſay'd, Therefore rhts projet. 


Should have a backe or ſecond, that might hold 
It this did blaſt in proofe : fotr, let me ſee, 


Wee'll mike afolemne wager on your cunnings, 
I hav'c, when in your motion you are hor and dry, 
As make your bouts more violent to that end, 
| Andtchar G calls for drinke, [le have prefer'd him 
_ AChalice for the nonce, whereon bur ſipping, 
If he by chanceefeape your venom'd tucke, 
Our purpoſe may hold there, Bnt ſtay, what noiſe ? 


Emer 
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Enter Vueene. 
#ee. One woe doth tread upon anothers heele, 
So falt they follow : your ſiſter's drown'd Laertes. 

Laer. Drown'd! O where? 

Dee. There is a willow growesaſcaunt the brook, 
That ſhewes his hoarie leaves in the glafſie ftreame, 
Therewirh fantaiticke garlands did ſhe make 
Of Cro-v-flowers, Nettles, Dafics, and long Purples, 
That liberall ſhepneards give a grofler name, 

' Bnt our culcold maids do dead mens fingers call the, 
There on the penciant bonghes her Coronet weeds 
Clambring to hang, an envious ſhiver broke, 

W hen downe her weedy tropheys and her ſelfe 
Fell inthe weeping brooke , her clothes ſpred wide, 
And Mermaid-like a while they bore herup, 
Which cimeſhe chanted inatches of old lauds, 

As one incapabic of her owne diftrefle, 

Or like a creature native and indued 

Unto that element, bur long ir could nor be 

Till chat her garments heavie with their drinke 
Puld the poore wenchtrom her melodious lay 

To muddy death. | 

Laer. Alaſſe then 1s ſhe drown'd ? 

QOmee. Drown'd, drown'd. 

Laer Too much of water haſt thou poore Ophelia, 
And therefore 1 forbid my teares ; bur yer 
Ic is our tricke, nature her cuſtome holds, 

Let ſhame ſay what it will ; when theſe are gone 
The woman will be out. Adieu my Lord, 

1 have a ipecch afire that faine would blaſe, 

But that this folly drownes it. | Exit. 

King. Let's tollow Gertrard : : 

How n:uch Ihad todoe tocalme hisrage ! 

Now feare Ichis will give it ſtart againe, 

Therefore let's follow. Exewnt. 
Enter two C lownes. 


Clow. Is ſhe tobeburied in Chriſtian buriall, when ſhe wilful- 


ly ſeckes her owne falyation ? 
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Othe. Ttell thee ſhee is, therefore make her grave ſtraight ,the 
Crowner hath fareon her, and finds ic Chriſtian buriall. | 

Clow.How can that be,unleſſe he drown'd her ſelfe in her own 
defence ? 

Orh. Why 'cis found fo. 3 

C low. It muſt be ſooftended, it cannot beelſe; for here liesthe 
- poinr, if Idrowne my ſelfe wittingly it argues anact, andana& 

Fatt three branches, it is to aQto doe, to performe, or all ; ſhee 
drown'd her ſelte wittingly- ; 

O1h. Nay but heare you goodman delver. 

Clow. Give me leavehere lyes the water ,here ſtands the 
man, good, if the man goe tothis warer and drowne himlelte, it is 
will he nill he ; he goes, marke you that : bur if the water come to 
him and drowne him, he drownes not himlelfe ; argall hee that is 
not guilty of his owne death ſhorrens nor his owne life, 

Och. Bur 1s this law ? 

C low. 1 marry is't, Crowners queſt law. 

Otch. Will you hathe cruch anr'r,if this had not been a Gentle- 
woman ſhe ſhould have bin buried out a Chriſtian buriall. 

C/ow. Why there thou ſaiſt,and the more pitry thar grear folke 
ſhould have countenance in this world rodrowne or hang th:m- 
ſelves, more than their even Chriſten : Come my ſpade,there is no 
ancient Gentlemen but Gardeners, Ditchers, and Grave-makers, 
they hold up Adams profeſſion, 

Oth. Was he a Gentleman ? 

Clow. A was the firlt that ever bore armes. 

Ile put another queſtiontothee , if thou anſwereſt mee nor tothe 
purpole, conteſle thy lelfe. 

Oth.Goeto. 

_ Clow. What is hee that builds ftronger than either the Maſon, 
the Shipwrighr, or the Carpenter ? 

Oth The gallowes-maker,for that out-lives a thouſand tenants, 
(0. I like thy wit well in good faiththe gallowes does well,bur 
| how does it well? it does well to thoſe that do ill, now thou doeſt 

ll to ſay thegallowes is built ronger than the Church, argallthe 
 gallowes may doe welltorthee. To't againe, come. 

Och. Who builds ſtronger than a Maſon , a Shipwright , or a 
Carpenter ? | 


Clow. 
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Clow. 1, tell me that and nnyoke, E-1:- 

Oth. Marry now I can cell. 

Clow. Tot. : 

Othe. Maſſe I cannot tell. 

Clow.Cudgel thy brains no more abour it,f& your dull afſe wil 
not mend his pace with beating,& when you are askt this queſtio 


next,fay a grave-maker, the houſes he makes laft till Doomeſday, 
Goe get thee in, and fetch mea ſoope of liquor. 
In youth when I did love did love, Song, 

Me thought it was very ſweet 
To contract O the time for a my behove, 

O me chought there a was nothing a meet. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

Ham, Has this fellow no fecling of his buſineſſe? a fings in 
grave-making. | 

Hor. Cuſtome hath made it in hima property of eafineſle. 

Ha.'T1s een fo, the handof little emploiment hath the dainrier 

Cow. Bur age with his ſtealing ſteps Song. (&nſe, 

hath clawed me in his clutch, 
And hath ſhipped me inro the land, 
as if I had never bin ſuch. 

Ham.That skull had a tongue in it,and could ſing once, how the 
knave jowles it totheground , as if 'twere Cains jaw-bone, that 
did che firſt murther : this might be the pate of a Poliritian which 
this afſe now ore-reaches, one that would circumyent God,might 
1t not ? 

Hora. It might my Lord. 

Ham. Or of a Courtier , which could ſay , Good morrow uy 
Lord, how doelt thon ſweet Lord ? This might be my Lord ſuc 
a one , that prailed my Lord ſuch a oneg horſe when a meant to 
beg ir, might ir not? 

Hora. 1 my Lord. 

Ha. Why cen ſo,and now my Lady worms Choplet.and knocke 
about the mazer with a Sextens ſpade ; here's fine revolution and 
we had the tricke toſee', did theſe bones colt no more the bree- 
ding but to play at loggits with them? mine ake to think on'r. 

Clow. A pickax and a ſpade a ſpade, 

| for and a ſhrowding ſheet, 


oO 
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O a pit of clay for tobe made 

for ſuch a gueſt 1s meet. . 

Ha. There's another,why may notthar be the sknll of a Lawier ? 
where be his quiddities now, his quillicies, his caſes, his renures, 
and his tricks ? why does he ſuffer chis mad knave now to knocke 
him about the ſconce with a dirty ſhovell, and will nor tell himof 
- his actions of battery?hum : this fellow might be 1n's rime a grear 
buyer of land , with his ſtarures , his ances , his fines , his 
double vouchers, his recoveries , to have his fine pare ful lof fine 
dirt : will vouchers vouch him no more of his purchaſes and dou- 
bles, thanthe lengrh and bredth of a paire of Indentures ? rhe ve- 

conveiances ot this land will ſcarcely lye inthis boxe, and muſt 
th'inheritor himſelfe have no more ? ha? 

Hora. Not a jot more my Lord. 

Ham. 1s not parchment made of ſheep-skins ? 

Her I my Lord, and of calve-skins too- 

Haw. They are ſheep and calves which ſecke out aſſurance in 
that, Iwillpeake to this fellow : W hole grave's this firrah? 

Clow. Mire fir,ora pit of clay for tobe made. 

Ham. 1 thinke it's thine indeed, for thou lyeſt in'c. 

Clow. Yon lye out on't fir, and therefore tis not yours : for my 
Part I doenotlye in't, yer it 1s mine. 

Ham. Thou doſt lye in't,co bein't and ſay it is}thine,'cis for the 
dead, nor for thequicke, therefore thou lyeſt. 

Clow. 'Tis a quicke lye fir, 'twillagaine from me to you. 

Ham. W hat man doeſt thou digge it for ? 

Clow. For no man hir. 

Ham. W hat womanthen ? 

Cow, For none neither. 

Ham, Whoisto be buried in't ? 

Clow Onerthat was a woman fir,but reſt her ſoule ſhee's dead. 

Ham. How abſolute the knave is,we muſt ſpeake by the card,or 
equivocation will undo us. By the Lord Horatio this 3. yeeres [ 
have took nore of it,the age is grown fo picked, that the toe of the 
pelant comes ſo neere the heele of the Courtier,hegalls his kibe. 
How long haſt thou beena Grave-maker ? 


Cc low. Of the dayes 1'th yeare I came to't that day that our laſt 
King Hamlet overcame Fortinbraſſe, | 


Ham. 


Prince of Denmarke. 
Ham. How long isthat fince ? 5 
Cle. Cannot yourell thar every foole can tell char ; it was that 
ven Gap Boe panty Hamlet was borne , heethat is mad and ſent 
into England. T7 | 

Ham. 1 marry, why was he ſent into England fo © 

Clow. W by ? becauſe a was mad, a ſhall recover his wits there, 
or if a doe nor 'ris no great matter there. | h 

Ham. Why? I 2 

({!o. Twill not be ſeen in himthere,there aremenas mad as he. 

Ham. How came he mad ? ; 

. Clow. Very firangely they lay. 
Ham. Ho "ua ? TY 

(low Faith eenwith loſing his wits. 

Ham. Upon what ground ? | 

(low. Why here in Denmarke : T have bin Sexton hereman 
and boy thirty yeeres. | 

Ham. How long will a man lye th earth ere herot ? 

Clow. Faith ifa be nor rotten before he dye, as wee have many 
pocky coarſes that will ſcarce hold the laying in, a will laſt you 
ſome eight yeere, or nine yeere; a Tanner will laſt yon nine yeere. 

Ham. W hy he more than another ? 

(ow.Why fir his hide is fotan'd with his trade,that a will keep 
out water a great while , and your water 1s a fore decayer of your 
whorſon dead body : here'sa sknll now hath lyen you 1th carrh 

Ham, \WVhoſe was it ? (23. yeares. 


(lo. A whorſon mad fellows it was,whoſe do you think it was ? 
Ham. Nay I know nor. 


(low. A peltilence on him for a mad rogne,a pour'd aflagoonot 
Rheniſh on my head once ; this ſame skullfir , was fir Torickes 
Skull che Kings Jeſter. 

Ham. This ? 


_ C low, Een thar. = 


Ha. Alas poor Yoricke,l knew him Horatio,a fellow of infinite 


zeſt,of moſt excellent fancy, he hath bore me on his backe a thou- 


ſand times, and now how abhorred in my imagination ir is? my 
PYrge riſes at it. Here hung thoſe lips that I have kiſt I know'nor 

oft : where bee your ..jibes now , your gamboles, your ſongs, 
., your flaſhes of merrimenc , that were wont to ſer therableona 
M roare : 


* 
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re 2 not one now to mock your own grinmng ? quite chopfaln ? 

mp get yon tO m Ladies Rn and cell her, jo ner paint an 

inch thick;to this favour ſhe muſt come; make her laugh at thar. 

Prethee Horatio tell me onething. - 

Hora. What's that my Lord? :: | 
Ha.Doft thou think Alexander lookt a this faſhion i'th earth? 
Hora. Een o. 

Ham. And ſmelt (0? pah. 

Hora. Een fo my Lord. | 

Ham, To what ar uſes we may returne Horatio. Why may 
Not imagination trace the noble duſt of Alexander till a finder 
ſtopping a bung-hole. 

Hora.” Twereto conſider roo curiouſly ro conſider fo, 

Ha, No faith not a jot, butto follow him thither with modeſt 
enough,and likelihood to lead it, Alexamiter died, Alexander was 
buried, Alexander returneth ro duſt, the duſt is earth,of carth we 
make lome, & why of chat lome whereto he was converted might 
they nor (top a Beere-barrel|? 

Imperious Cz/ar dead and turn'd to clay 

Might ſtop a hole ro keepe the wind away. 

O that thar earth which kept the world in awe, 

Should patch a wall r'expell che waters flaw! 

Bur ſoft, but fofr a while, here comes the King, Enter King, 

 TheQueenthe Courtiers:who is this they follow , Que. Laertes 

And with ſack maimed rites? this doth beroken, and rhe corſe. 
The coarie they follow did with deſperate hand 
Fordoe 1ts owne life; 'twas of ſome eſtate : 

Couch we a while and marke. 

Laer. What Ceremony elle ? 

Ham, That is Laertes,a very noble youth. 

Laer. What Ceremony elſe? 

Do#t. Her obſequies have bin asfarinlarg'd 
As we have warranty ; her death was donbtfull, 

And but that great command ore-\wayes the order, 

She ſhould ;inground unfanRtified bin lodg'd 

Till the Jaſttrumper : for charicable prayers, 

Flints and pebbles ſhould be chrowne on her, 

Yet here ſhe isallow'd her virginrites, 


Her 


Prince of Denmarke. 
Her maiden ſtrewments, and the bringing home 
Ofbell and bur;all. | 
Laer. Muſt there nomorebe done ? 
Dot, No more be done : 
We ſhould profane the ſerviceofrhe dead, 
Toſing a Requiem and ſuchreſtroher 
As to peace-parted ſoules. o 
Laer.Lay her i'ch earth, ) 
, And from her faire and unpolluted fleſh 
| May violets ſpring : I tell chee churliſh Prieſt 
A miniſtring Angel ſhall my fiſter be 
When thou lyeſt howling. 
Ham. W hat ? the faire Ophelia? 
Quee. Sweets tothe ſweer, farewell, 
I hop't thou ſhouldt have bin my Hamlets wife, 
Ithought thy bride-bed ro have deckt ſweet maid, 
And not have ſtrew'd thy grave. 
Zaer.O treblewoe! 
mom _ — m _ curſed _ 
W hoſe wicked dee ingenuous 
Deprived theeof : hold 4: the eartha whule, 
Till Ihave caught her once more in mine armes. 
Now pile your duſt upon the quicke and dead, 
Till of this flat a mountaine you have made 
T'oretop old Pelion,or the 8kyiſhhead 
Of blew Olympm. 
Ham, W hat is he whoſe griefe 


Beares ſuch an emphaſis, whoſe phraſe of forrow 
Conjures the wandring ſtars, and makes them ftand 
Like wonder-wounded hearers ?'ris I, 

Hamlet the Dane. | 


Laey. The Divell take thy fonle. | 
Ham. Thou pray'ſt not well; 1prethee take thy fingers from - 


For though I am not ſpleenatjve and raſh, (my throat, 
Yet have I in me ſomething dangerous, LIP 


W hich ler thy wiſedome feare ; hold off thy hand. 
King. Plucke them aſunder. | 


Qunee, Hamlet , Hamlet, 


M 2 | All, 


The Tragedy of Hatnlet 
All. Gentlemen. | 
Hora, Good my Lord be quiet. : 
Ham. gr Atm fight wich him upon this theam 
Uncill my eye-lids will no longer wagge- 
| O my ſonne, whar theame ?* - 
am. I lov'd Ophelia, forry thouſand brothers 
Conld not with all their quantity of love 
Make up my ſum : What wilt thou doe for her ? 
_ King. Oheis mad Laertes. 
_=— For love of God forbeare him. 
am. Swounds ſhew me what thou'r doe, 
| Woo't weep, woo't fight, woo'r falt , woo't reare thy 
_.* Woot drinkup Ekill,cat a Crocodile ? (felfe, 
Ile doe't : doelt thou come here to whine? 
Toom-face me with leaping in her grave ? 
Be buried quicke with ber, and ſo will I ; 
And if thou prate of mountaines; l& them throw 
Millions of acres onus, till our ground | 
Cindging his pace againſt che burning Zone, 
Make Ofſſ like a wart ; nay and chou'lt mouth | 
Ile rant as well as thou, 
Luce. This is meere madneſle, 
And thus a while the fir will worke oh him ; 
Anon as patient as a female Doe, Fw 
When that her golden cuplers are diſclog'd, 
His filence will (it drooping, 
Ham, Heare you (ir, 
Whar 1s the reaſonthar you uſe me thus ? 
T lov'd you well, but it is no matter, 
Let Hercules himſelfe doe what he ma 


The Cat will mew, a Dogge will have his day. © ' Exit Hamlet 
King. Ipray thee good Horatie wait upon him. . & Horatio. 

Strengthen your patience in our laſt nights ſpeech, 

Wee'll pur the matter tothe preſent puſh, 

Good Gertrard (er ſome warch over your ſonne, 

This Grave ſhall have a living monument, 

An houre of quier thereby ſhall we ſee, 


* Till then in patience our proceeding be, 


Exennt. 
Enter 


\ 


Prince of Denmarke. 


Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 
Ha.So much for this fir,now ſhall youſee the ocher: 
Yon doe remember all the circumſtance. 
Hor. Remember it my Lord? 
Ham. Sir in my heart there was a kind of fighting 
That would nor let me ſleep, me thought I lay 
Worſe than the murines inthe Bilbo's, raſhly, 
And prais'd beraſhneſle forit ; let us know 
Our 1ndiſcretion ſometimes (erves ns well 
W hen our deep plors do fall , & that ſhould learn us, 
There's a divinity that ſhapes our ends, | 
— hew them how we will. 
ora. That 1s moſt certaine. 
Ham. Up from my Cabbin, 
My ſea-gowne ſcarfr about me, in the darke 
Grop'r Io find our them, had my deſire, 
Finger'd their packet, and in fine withdrew 
To mine owne roome againe, making (o bold 
(My feares forgetting manners ) to unfold 
Their grand Commitſion, where | found, Horatio 
A royall knavery, an exat command, 
Larded wich many ſeverall forts of reaſons, 
Importing De»marks health, and Emy lands too, 
With hoe ſuch Bugs and Goblins ia my life, 
That on the ſuperviſe, no leiſure bated, 
Nonot to ſtay the grinding of the axe, 
My head ſhould be ſrooke off. 

Hora. Is't poſſible ? oy | 

Ha.Here's the Commiſſion,read it at more leiſure 
But wilt thou heare now how 1 didproceed ? 

Hora. 1 beſeech you. 

Ham. Being thus be-netted round with villaines, 
Or Icould make a Prologue to my braines 
They had began the Play : Ifate me downe, 
Devis'd a new Commiſſion, wrote it faire: 

Tonce did hold it, as our Statiſts doe, 
A baſeneſſero write faire, and lahour'd much 
How co forget that learning ; bur fir now 
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Ie did me yeomans ſervice ; wilt thon know 
Th'effe& of what 1 wrote? 
Hora. 1 good my Lord, 
Ham. An earnelt conjuration from the King, 
As England was his faithtull criburary, ; 
As love between them like the Palme might flouriſh, 
 Aspeace ſhould (t1]l her wheaten garland weare, 
And ſtanda Comma 'tweene their amities, 
And many \uch like, as fir of great charge, 
Thar on i view and knowing of theſe contents, 
W ithour debatement further more or lefle 
He (ſhould thole bearers put to ſudden death, 
Not ſhriving time allow d. 
Hora. How was this ſeal'd ? 
Ham. Why even inthat was heavenordinant : 
I had my fathers ſigner in mypurk, 
W hich was the modell of that Daniſh ſeale, 
Folded the writ up in the forme of th'other, 
Subſcrib'd it, gave't thimpreſſion,plac'd it lafely, 
The changling never known ; now the next day 
Was our ſea-tight, and what tothis was ſequent 
Thou know'R already. 
Hor. So Guylden#ternand Roſencram goto'r. 
Ha.They are not neare my conſcience, their defeat 
Does by their owne inſinuation grow 3 
Tis dangerous when the baſer nature comes 
Berween the paſle and fell incenſed points 
Of mighty oppoſites. 
Hor. Why what a King is this! 4 
Ham. Does 1t not, think you, ſtand menow upon ? 
He that bath kill'd my King, and whor'd my mother, 
Popr in berween th'eleRion and my hopes, 
Throwne out his angle for my proper lite, 
And with {uch coſenage, is'c nor perfe& conſcience ? 
Erter 4 Convtier. | 
Conr. Your Lordſhipis right welcome backe to Deumarke, 
Ham, 1 humbly thanke you fir, 
Doelt know this Water-flye ? 


Hora. 


Prince of Denmarke; 


Hora. No my good Lord. = 
Ham. Thy ate is the more gracious , for 'tis a vice to know 
him ; he hath much land and fertill , ler a beaſt be Lordofbeaſts, 
and his crib ſhall ſtand at the Kings meſle ; 'ris a chough , be as I 
lay, ſpacious inthe poſſeſſion of dirt. 

Corr. Sweet Lord,if your Lordſhip were at leifure I ſhonld im- 
part athing to you from his Majeſty. 

Ham. ] will receive it fir with all diligence of fpiric ; your bon- 
 netto his right uſe,'cis for the head. 

{ onr. 1 Tb your Lordſhip, 'ris very hot. 
Ham. No beleeve me 'tis very cold, the wind is Northerly. 
Con. ]t is indifferent cold my Lord indeed, | 
Ham. But yet methinks it 1s very foultry and hot, for my com- 

lexion, — 
F Cour. Exceedingly my Lord, it is very ſoultry, as 'twere I can- 
not tell how : my Lord,his Majeſty bad me fignifie unto you, thar 
a has Jaid a great wager on your head, {ir this 1s the matter. 

am. 1 beſeech you remember. 

Cour. Nay good my Lord,for my eaſe ingood faith, Sir here is 
newly come to Court Laertes , beleeve meean ablolure Gentle- 
man, full of moſt excellent difterences , of very foft ſociety , and 
great ſhewing : indeed, to ſpeake feelingly of him, he is the Card 
or Kalendar of Gentry, for yon ſhall finde in him the continent.of 
what part a Gentleman would ſee. | 

Ham. Sir, his definement ſuffers no perdition in you, _ I 
know to dividehim inventorially, would dizzie th'arithmertick of 
memory , and yer bur rai niche in reſpect of his quicke ſaile ; 
bat in the veriry of extolment, I take himto be ({oule of a great ar- 
ticle, and his infuſion of ſuch dearth an1 rareneſſe,as to make true 
dition of him, his ſemblable is his mirronr , and who elſe would 
trace him, his umbrage, nothing more. 

Cour. Your Lordſhip ſpeakes molt infallibly of him, 

Ftam. The concernancy fir, why dowe wrap theGentleman in 
our 110re rawer breath ? 

Comr. Sir. : 

Hora. [s't not poſſible ro underſtand in another tongue , you 
will doe'r fir really. \ 

« Ham, What imports the nomination of this Gentleman? 
Conr, 
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. Conr. Of Laerte;* | | 

Hora. His purſe is empty already, all's golden words are ſpent: 

Ham. Of him fir, 

Comr. 1 know you are not ignorant. 
Ham. ]1would youdid (ir; yer infaith if yon did it would noc 
much approve me : well fr, 

(our. You are ignorant of what excellence L aertes is. 
Ham.1] dare not confeſſe that, leſt I ſhould compare with him 
in excellence ; but ro know a manwellwere ro know himſelfe. 
|  Cowr.] meane fir for his weapon, bur inthe impurarion laid or 
tumby them in his meedhee's unfellowed. ; 
Ham. W hat's his weapon? 

Cour. Rapier and dagger, 

Ham. That's two of his weapons ; but well. 

Coxr. The King fir hath wager'd with him fixe Barbery horſes, 
2gainſt che which he has impawn'd as Itake it ſix Frezch Rapiers 
and Poniards, with their afſignes, as girdle, hanger, and fo: three 
of the carriages in faithare very deare to fancy, very reſponſiveta 
the hilts,molt delicate carriages, andof very liberall conceir, 

Ham. Whart call you the carriages? 


, Hera, 1 knew you mult be edified by the margin ere you had 
one. 

Coxr, The carriages fir arethe hangers. 

Ham. The phraſe would be more german tothe matrer if wee 
could carry a cannon by our ſides, I would it might be hangers till 
then : but on,fixe " wy Be horſes againſt fixe French (words, their 
aſſignes, and three liberall concerted carriages, that's the French 
ber againſt the Daniſh, why is this all yon call it ? 

Cowr. The King fir, hath laid fir,that ina dozen paſſes betweene 
your ſelfe and him he ſhall not exceed you three hics, he hath laid 
on twelve for nine,and it would come to immediate trialkit your 
Lordſhip would vouchſate the anfyer. 
Ham. How it I anſwer no? 


Cour. ] meane my Lord the oppoſition of your perſon in triall- 
Ham. Sir I will walke here inthe hall, if it pleaſe his Majeſtie, 
It 1s the breathing time of day with me, ler the foiles be brought, 
the Gentleman willing, andthe King hold his ſe, I will win 


for him and Ican; if not, I will gaine nothing buc my ſhame and 
the odde hits, Crny, 


Prince cf Denraike- 
{exr. Shall deliver you ©? : 
Ham. Tothis efteR fir, after what flonriſh your nature will. 
{awry ] commend my duty to your Lordſhip. 
Ham. Yours does well tro commend it hinlelfe , therearense 
tongues elſe for hisrurne. | b_ 
Hora, This Lapwing runs away with the ſhellon his head. 
Ham. A did fo fir with his dugge before a ſucke it ; thus has he 
& many more of the ſame breed that I know, the drofiic age dores 
On, onely got the tune ofthetime, and our of an habit of incoun- 
ter, a kinde of miſty colle&ion, which carries themt h and 
1 che moſt proſanc and trennowned opipions ; and doe bn 
; blow them to their triall, the bubbles are our. 
| Enter a Lord. 
: | Lord. My Lord, his Majeſtie commended him to you by young 
Oftricke, who brings back to himthat you attend himin the hall, 


he ſends ro know it your pleaſure hold to play with Laertes,or that. 
you will take longer time ? 

Ham. lam conſtant to my purpoſes , they follow the Kings 
pleatvre ; if his fitneſle ſpeaks, mine js ready, now or whenſoever, 
proviced I be ſoable as now. 


Lord. The King and Queen andallare comming downe. 
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Ham. 1n happy time. 
C Lord. TheQueen deſires yon touſe ſome gentle entertainment 
: tO L aertes before you goe to play, 

Ham. She well inftruQts me, 
5 Hor, You will lole my Lor d. 
i Hams. 1 doe not thinke ſo,fince he went into France Þ have bin 


in continuall praQtice ; I ſhall win at the oddes :thouwonldR not 
think how illall's here about my heart, bur it is no matter. 


Hora. Na gue my Lord: 
Ham. Ic 18 but foolery, bur it is ſuch akind of game-giving as 
would perhaps trouble a woman. 


Hora. If your mind diſlike any thin It , 1 ſhall foreſtall 
their repaire hither, and fa —_—_ _— : 


Ham Nora whit,we defie Augury,there is a ſpeciall providence 
1n ce fall of a Sparrow :if itbe, 'tis not to come, if it bee not to 
come, 1t will be now, if it be nor now, yet it will come, the readi- 
; hefle is all, fince no man of ovght he leaves knowes what is'r to 


: leave 
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leave betimes, let be. | 
A table prepared, Drums, Trumpets, and Of fictrs with cuſhions, 
King, ” "pg all the tate, foiles daggers,and Laertes. 
King. Come Hamlet, come, and take this hand from me. 
Ham. Give me your pardon fir, I have done you wrong, 
| Bur pardon'r as you are a Gentleman : this pretence knowes, 
And: you mutt needs have heard how Tam puniſhc 
Witch a tore diſtrattion ; what I have done 
| Thar might your narure, honour, and exception 
Roughly awake, I here proclaime was madneſſe, 
Was't Hamlet wrong'd Laertes ? never Hamlet ; 
It Hamlet from himlelfe be crane away, 
And when hee's not himſelfe does wrong Laerter, 
Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet demes it : 
Who does ir then? his madnefle: itt be io, 
Hamlet is of the fa&tion rhat 1s wronged, | 
His madneſfle is poore Hamlets enemy ; 
Ler my dilclaiming from a purpos'd ev11l 0 
Free me farre in your molt generous thoughts, 
That I have ſhot my arrow ore the houſe, 
And hurt my brother. 
Laer. lJamſarisfhed innature, 
Whole morive in this caſe ſhonſd flirre me mot 
To my revenge, hut in my tearmes of honour 
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{ Titand aloote, and will noreconcilement, 
Ti!lby Omeelder Maſters of knowne hononr i 
I havea voice and prefident of peace 


Tomy name ungor'd : bar all chat rime 
I doe receive your oftered love like love, | - 
And willnot wrong it. | : 
Ha.lembrace it freely,and will this brothers wager 
trankly play. © * 
Gave us the foiles. . 
Laer. Come,one for me. 
Ham.lle be your foile Laertes,in mine ignorance 
Your skill ſhall l:ke a ſtarre i'thdarkeſt night 
Sticke hery off indeed. 
Laer, Yoamocke me fir. 


Fam, 


Oy 


Prince of Denmarke. 
Elam. No this hand. ; ( let 3 
Kin.Give on the foils young Oſrick; cohnHaw 
You know the wager. 
Ham. Very well my Lord : 62 0090.4 
Your Grace has laid the oddes a'th weakerfide. 
King. | doe not feare it, I haye ſeen you both, 
But fince he is berrerwe have therefore oddes. 
Laer This is to'» heavie, let me lee anorher. | 
Ha.This likes me wel,theſe foils have alla length 
Oſtr. 1 my good Lord. 
King. Set me the ſtoops of wine upon thetable ; 
If Hamlet give the firſt or ſecond hit, 
Or quit in anſwer of the third exc = 
Let all the battlementscheir Ordnance fite ; 
The King (hall drink to Hamlets better breath, 
And in the cup an Onyx ſhall he throw 
Richer thanthat which foure ſucceſive Kings - 
In Dermarks Crown have worn. Give me the cups, 
AndHer the Kettleto the Trumpet ſpeake, 
The Trumpet to the Canoneer without, 
The Cannons rothe heavens, the heavens to earths 
Now the King drinkes ro Hamer : come begin, Trumpets 
And youthe Judges beare a warie eye. _ the while. 
Ham. Come on fir. 
Laer.Come my Lord. 
Ham. One: 
Laey, No. 
Ham, Judgement, 


Oftr. A hit,a very palbable hit. Drum,T rumpet:,and ſhot, 

Lacey. Well, againe. Flouriſh,a Peece goes off. 
| King. Stay. giveme drinke, Hamlet this pearle isthine, 
Here's to thy health : give him the cu 


Ham. lle play this bour firſt, fer ic y a while, 
Come, another hit, what (ay you ? 
L aer. 1 doe confeſt. 


K ing. Our ſonne ſhall win. 
Quee. Hee's fat and ſcant of breath. 


Here Hamlet, take my napkin, wipe thy browes: 
| | ' N2 


_ — 


— 


The Tragedy of Hamlet 


TheQueen carowes to thy fortune Hamlet, 
Ham. Good Madam. 
King. G ertrard doe not drinke. 


.  Owee. will my Lord; Ipray you pardon me. 


King. It is the poyſoned cup, it is too late. | 
v6 I dare not drinke yer Madan, by and by. 
2 «e-. Come, let me wipe thy face. | 


Laer, My Lord Ilehit him now. -- 


King. 1doe not think'r, 
Laer. And yer it 1s almoſt againſt my conſcience. 
| Ham. Comes for the third Laertes,yon doe bur dally, 
” 1pray you paſſe with your beſt violence, | 
I amſure you make a wanton of me. 
Laer.Say you ſo? come on. 
OF#tr. Nothing neither way. 
L aer. Have at you now. 
King. Part them, they are incens'c, 
Ham. Nay come againe. 
Oſtr. Looketothe Queen there ho, 


Hora. They bleed on both ſides, how is't my Lord ? 
Oſftr. How 1s t Laertes ? 


Lae.W hy as a woodcock to mine own ſprindge Offricke, 


I am juſtly kill'd with mine owne creach 
Ham. How does the Queene ? 
King. Shelwounes to ſee them bleed. 


Oxe.No,no,thedrink,the drink,O my deare Hamlet, 
The qdrinke, the drinke, Iam poyloned. 


Ham O villaine ! ho let the doore be locke, 


Treachery, feeke it one, 
Laer. It is here Hamlet ; thou art ſlaine, 
No medicine in the world can doe thee Y 


In thee there is not halfe an houres life, 
The treacherous inſtrument is in thy hand, 
Unbared and envenom'd, the foule praQice 
Hach curn'd it ſelfe on me; lo here I lye 
Never toriſe againe: thy mother's poyſon'd, 
I am no more, the King, tne King's to Lhn_ 

Ha.The point envenom'd too,thenvenom tothy work, 


T 
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Prince of Denm:.rke; 
All. Treaſon; treaſon. _ | | 
King, O yetdefend me friends, ] am bur hurt. 
Ham. Here thou inceſtuous damned Dare, 
Drinke off this potion : is the Onyx here? | 
Follow my mother. | _ (eelfe. 
Lae.He is juſtly ſerv'd, it is a poyſon temper'd by him- 
Exchange forgivenefle with me noble. Hamlet, 
Mine and my fathers death come not upon thee, ' 
Nor thine on me. 
Ham. Heaven make thee free of it, I follow the: : 
Tam dead Horatio , wretched Queen adieu. 
You that looke pale and tremble at this chance, 
That are but muces or audience tothis a, 
Had I buc time (as this fell Sergeant death 
1s tric in his arreſt) O 1 could cell you; 
Bur let it be : Horatio] am dead, 
Thou liveſt, report me and my caule arighc 
Tothe ankrighed. 
Hora. Never beleeve it, - / 
Iam morean antique Kemar than a Dane, 
Here's yet ſome liquor lett+ 
Ham. As th'art a man 
Give me the cup, let goe, by heaven Ile hav't : 
O God Horatio what a wounded name, 
Things Randing thus unknown, ſhall I leave behind me ? 
If thou didſt ever hold me in thy hearr ” 
Abſent thee from felicity a while, | 
And in this h:;(h world draw thy breath inpaine Amarch 4 
Totell my itory : what warlike noite is this? farre off. 
Enter Oſriche, —- | 
Oſr. Young Fort inbraſſe with conqueſt come from Polund 
Th'Embaſladors of England gives this warlike volly. 
Ham. O I dye Horatio, 
The potent poylon quite ore-growes my ſpirit ; 
I cannot hve to heare the nerwes from England, 
But I doe prophefie rhe ele&ion lights 
On Fortinbraſſe . he has my dying VOICE, 
Sote!l him, with tlioccurrents more and lefſe 


WW hich 


The Tragedy of Hamlet 
Which have ſolicited : the reſt in filence. 
Hora. Now cracks a noble heart, good night fweer 
And flight of Angels ting thee tothy reſt. (Princes 
\Vhty Goes the drum come hither ? 
Enter Fortinbraſſe, with the Embaſ[adorr. 
Fort, Whae is this fight ? 61D 
Hoy. What 1s it you would ice ? 
If cught ofwoe or wonder, ceaſe your ſearch ? 
For. ThisYuarry cryes on havock : O proud death, 
Whar tealt is coward 1n thine infernall Cell 
That thou io many Princesat a thor 
So bloudily halt (trooke ? 
Embaſ. The ſight 1sdiſmall, 
And our aftaires from Exgland come too late, 
The eares are {enſelefſe that ſhould gives us hearing, 
'Totel! him his commandement is fulfill'd, 
That Roſencraus and Gryldenitern arc dead, 
W here ſhould we have our thanks ? 
Hor. Not trom his month, 
Had it th'ability of life torhanke you ; 
He never gave commandement for their death. 
But hnce lo jumpe upon this bloody quettion = 
You from the Pollack wars,and you from England 
Are here arrived , give order that theie bodies 
Highon aſtage be placed tothe view, 
And let me ipeake to'th yet unknowing world 
Hor theſe things came ahout ; 1o ſhall you heare 
Of cruell, bloody, and unnaturall acts, 
Of accidentall judgements: catuall flaughrers, 
 Ofdeaths put on by cunning, and tor no cauſe, 
 Andinthis upſhor, purpoles miftooke, 
Faine onthe inventors heads :allthiscan 
Truely deliver. 
_ Fort. Let us haſte to heare it, 
And call the nobleſt tothe andience : 
For me, with ſorrow I embrace my fortune, 
T have ſome rights of memory.in this kingdome, 
WW hich now to claime my vantage doth invite me. 


| Hoya: | 


Prince of Denmarke; 
Hora, Ofthac I ſhall have alſo cauſeto ſpeak, 

And from his mouth whoſe yoice will draw no more: 
Bur let this ſame be preſently perform'd, 
Even while mens mindsare wild,leſt more miſchance 
On plots and errors happen. 

Fort. Let foure Capraines 
Beare Hamlet like a Souldier to the ſtage, 
For he was likely, had he been put on, 
T' have prov'd moſt royall : and for his paſſage, 
The Souldiers muſick and the right of warre 
Speake loudly for him. 
Take up the bodies; tuch a fight as this | 
| Becomesthe field, bur here ſhewes much amiſſe. 
Goebid the Souldiers ſhoot.  Exennt. 
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